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Parti 




An Incidental Vacation 



Paradise, is exactly like where you are right now. Only much, much, better, 

- Laurie Anderson 



So last night I had to go meet a guy at a bingo parlor about a thing. 

I go to meet this guy well past my bedtime, nearly spastic off pear cider and microheads, 
a combination I don't recommend even in the middle of the day. And if nothing else, I can leave you 
with the promise, that I'm going to start checking my messages, before I get ready for bed. {One 
150m split peach oval tab of amitriptyline, and one yellow jacketed 300m blue stripe neurontin 
capsule; the perfect Bedtime, Dreamland, Cocktail}. 

Sleep has always been a fragile process for me. 

I've had insomnia for as long as I can remember. 

So I get home last night to the red flashing blinker with a message from the Pearl Mother, 
that she finally gets in touch with this guy, and I have to go see him Tonight, because he only has 15 
left, and if I don't get there he's just going to sell them to somebody else. 

So of course I go because I've been waiting over half a week for this call, much of it spent 
curled up in bed. And where else are you going to go anyway with the medical jacket I've run up in 
this town; leading frauded doctors by hand to the mail for over three years now, with papers faked 
under duress, and the pharmacies now catching on to my modulating pattern, sending up a flag if I 
even walk in for a box of band-aids, or condoms, or on some nights maybe both. 

But 30 dollars in cab fare later, with only 1 left for a tip, after I go to see the guy who 
wasn't at the bingo parlor, me banging on the glass of the VFW building while my ad hock 
companion sits there in his cab running up my meter. Until finally, the guy comes lumbering up, and 
insists on taking care of everything, right there on the corner. 

Something I never do. Because you know what? One way to lower your chances of 
spending the night in a southeast precinct buggery cell, is not to buy drugs, in a bus shelter, on the 
corner, of a busy street, at one in the morning. 

Not that I'm admitting in any way that might be what I was meeting the guy at the bingo 
parlor about. And not that I think there's anything wrong with buggery, either. As long as I'm not 
involved. At least if I'm sober. 

So after all that. All that I just said. I finally get back home, sweet, and after a while, I'm 
doing one of my favorite things. Which is just minding my own business. You know, sleeping. 

And it was one of those kinds of dreams again. 

I'm standing in an apartment, all white and brushed perfect plaster walls mounting up 
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from behind a blank fireplace, all bached in pristine light, through gentle, white, curtains. 

And I'm standing there in the otherwise empty room, except also there was a guy, mid 
fifties kind of portly, J. C. Penny's designer jeans bought at auction sagging under the red checkers of 
a plain flannel shirt. Gray, mostly disheveled hair, giving you the impression that his wife cuts it in 
the kitchen. 

So after several indeterminate moments of inconsequential dream Time, I figure out who 
this guy is. And of course, he turns out to be god. 

Which makes me think I should probably get myself out of there immediately; with the 
general tone of impurity I appear to have led my life behind. 

So everything's going fine, the floor is solid, no obstructions suddenly flying around, no ex 
girlfriends, dead cats, or parents appearing in the doorway. 

And I'm walking by, acting as naturally as we do in this kind of situation, when suddenly, 
and with no choice in the matter, I offer a tilted hand with, Oh, by the way, sorry about not believing 
in you all these years. 

Which makes god say, Um. Don't worry about it. Which is fine with me to receive the 
imposed absolution, even if it was all in my head when I woke up. 



Three things happened when I was a kid. One of them happened on the afternoon of 
my bar mitzvah, when I stood on a chair at my back yard reception, in front of old ladies crusted in 
jewelry like perfumed armor, gangly classmates with wrists and ankles outgrowing polyester suits, 
and mid-life husbands not being able to put their drinks down as fast as I could steal them. 

And I stood there, and I announced, Now that I am a Man [which is what the Bar 
Mitzvah is supposed to be about, well, that and about a half hour of extremely bad singing], and 
I can presumably make my own decisions, the first one I'm going to make, is that I'm not Jewish 
anymore. Because without a god [which by then I was sure there could be none], religion seems 
kind of, pointless. 

The irony of the statement was lost on the blank faces and dropped jaws which suddenly 
surrounded me. 

You know; it was only by being Jewish that I could be considered a Man at the age of 13 
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in order to be able to make the decision to not be Jewish, but then if I wasn't Jewish, I couldn't be 
considered a man, therefore still leaving me Jewish and still being able to make the decision. 

Seemed to me everyone was constantly being driven by circular arguments and 
contradictions anyway. And I figured now that I was finally being counted among the adults, wasn't 
I at least entitled to, test one out? 

Besides, I believe was drunk at the time. 



After waking up cold in sweat with the dream about God in the J.C. Penny designer jeans 
and a red flannel shirt, I start ruminating over how I really only have 3 morals that I can think of, 
and if there really is a god, well he's most definitely the malevolent kind. 

But then a soft wave of temporary calm washes over me when I consider that at this point, 
if any of this crap is really true, I'll just shoot for purgatory. Doesn't seem so bad, drifting in limbo 
not even knowing that you're dead. 



So after the cab ride last night, the guy and the bingo parlor, the pear cider and 
microheads, the amitriptyline and neurontin. But before the sleeping part, before I started minding 
my own business, but back when I was finally back in bed, I decide it's a good enough time to check 
in on Chinaski again. 

I usually read something before I go to bed, which was the case last night. Though lately 
with the insomnia, it's more I read something before I go to bed only to get back out of bed to read 
something again before I go back to bed. 

And of course, Chinaski is still vomiting in front of the women on the front steps of the 
party, because I figure that's what you do when you're Chinaski. And the women still fuck him in 
between it after he wipes it off, because he's Chinaski, and also because he doesn't care whether they 
do or not. 

As twisted as it is, especially being applied to potentially intimate relationships, it seems 
to mostly works like that. 

You know, with them wanting you more and more the less you care if they do or not, or 
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you wanting them less and less the more they care if you do or not. 

It still took me 4 shots of bad vodka, three more microheads, and at least half an hour 
even to begin to think about falling asleep. 

Lately it seems I'm suffering from some sort of stylized narcolepsy as a result of my 
insomnia. I wake up wandering around stores in parts of town I don't recognize, buying things I 
never use. Or at parties where I know absolutely no one, not even the people throwing the party, 
in the middle of conversations with people I've never met, about things I don't know about, them 
listening intently as if I'm making some kind of sense, while I blur in and out of consciousness. My 
mind nodding off but my mouth apparently still moving. I find myself sitting on busses, pulling 
into stops miles away from where I live, and in taxi cabs other people have apparently already paid 
for. I wake up in strange beds or on couches, fully clothed, and alone, but with my underwear on 
backwards. Calling friends to come pick me up, from telephones I never even knew existed. 



This all started when I got back from New York, where I spent two nights performing my 
last monologue, and the rest of the two weeks making absolutely certain, I was in complete control, 
of a fabricated reality. 

I figure you maybe know the kind I'm talking about in this part. Because it's the times 
when, without checking in with ourselves, much less the rest of the world, we figure all we have to 
do to bring something into the unforgiving tangible, is for us to want it like that. Even if it's not real 
and we know it. 

And then we wind up, with our little Presupposed Universe rendered into a fractured 
mirror, an outline of what we thought was there, or forgot wasn't really there even if we could see it. 

All we assumed into truth, lost and collapsing into an imposed oblivion, once reality, snide 
and smirkley smiling, passes in, to pull out, the fantasy from under our very feet. 



Addicted to a drug that doesn't exist. 

Trying to touch what we're not even allowed to look at. 
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I think about sex probably four times a day. And that doesn't count when I'm having it, 
which as far as I can tell is one of the times I'm definitely thinking about it. 

And some of these thoughts are, regular; thinking about sex, thinking about having sex 
with someone in particular, or no one in particular. 

And some of these thoughts are. . . 

Like the other day, I was thinking about, what if everything looked different. That is, what 
if at the moment of design, what if at that moment, there was an extra pen-stroke, a difference in the 
application of ergonomics, a shifting of weight. Maybe everything we take for granted as being the 
visual standard could be built on a completely different model. 

Cars could have three wheels. Round metal houses could be everywhere. Billboards could 
be vertical. Dogs could be meat and pigs could be buried in pet cemeteries. 

Absolutely nothing, could be sacred. 

So somehow, and I can't say exactly when, these thoughts eventually come around to our 
bodies. And after pondering the convenience of having an arm growing out the middle of my back, I 
start to think about, what if our genitals were in our mouths. 

Personally, I think it would change dating completely, 

I mean, already with them in our pants I think kissing is maybe the most intimate thing 
we can do with another person. 

But if our genitals were in our mouths, would we, kiss on the first date? Would we kiss 
someone on the first date who we wouldn't normally sleep with in our regular, everyday bodies? 

One positive thing I think would likely come out of it is we'd maybe take more advantage 
of the fact we're the only animal on the planet that actually can face each other when we make love. 

Which as far as I can tell, is maybe sometimes something we take a little bit for granted. 



So. Three things happened when I was a kid. 

The next one, which is the first thing I remember ever, is I'm standing in front of a 
manhole, open in Prospect Park. Dead in the middle of Brooklyn. 
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And I'm standing there. And I'm looking down the hole. And I'm 4. And I'm looking 
down the hole even though I was afraid of maybe falling into the hole. But I can't move because that 
fear was so, familiar, too, comfortable to walk away from. 

And suddenly, I think to myself, I'm going to die when I'm 53. And I'm 4. 

And I'm going to die in 49 years. 

Now, of course I know we could get into the symbolism of what all this or that means, 
with me looking down a hole, thinking about my death at the age of 4. 

And how the hole in my mind is the tunnel to hell. And the tunnel to hell is filled with 
sewer water instead of light. And how I can't stop looking down the hole to hell in my mind which 
is filled with sewer water. 

But as you may have gathered, I'm not much for standard symbolism. And like I told you 
before, I don't believe in heaven or hell, or any of the rest of any of it for that matter. 



I'd run away from home a lot when I was, 7 or something. 

For me running away consisted of taking Ted, my teddy bear, announcing my intention 
to my parents who missing the point completely somehow thought it was cute, and I'd go and sit on 
the front steps. 

I'd sit there for hours with Ted, my teddy bear. Hatching my escape plan. And I'd draw 
maps, pictures, directions for my plan. 

My escape plan? The one I'd hatch with Ted, my teddy bear when we'd sit there on the 
front steps? 

My plan was to go and live, in the sewers. 

I even once sat in front of the sewer measuring, gauging if I could fit down there. 

Become a Rat. Live with the elves and persuade Susan Mulvey, the round blonde girl in 
my class who I wanted to marry, or at least save from a row boat accident, I'd ask Susan Mulvey to 
come run away with me and live down there. 

I'd bring a blanket, we could sleep on it and steal food from the luncheonette on route 516 
and bring it back down to our sewer kingdom and eat it. 

But you know, I never got up the courage to talk to Susan Mulvey even once, much less 
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ask her if she wanted to go run away with me and live in a sewer. And I never got further than the 
front steps with Ted, my teddy bear. 

And so Susan Mulvey, never got to become, Queen, Of The Sewer Elves. 



So after the three microheads, but during the half hour and four shots of bad vodka to 
even begin to think about falling asleep, two pages later after the part with the vomiting on the front 
steps in front of the girls half his age, Chinaski is sitting in the airport innocently wondering if he's 
trying to screw his way past death, while I sit here 500 years later wondering if I'm trying to screw 
my way Into death. 

And even though Chinaski didn't even bother to learn to lick a coochi until he was fifty 
years old, I learned way before he did so maybe that's why he died after me every time someone 
picks up the book. 

I finally fell asleep again. This time to wake up with a formula in my head. 

This happens to me quite a bit, though not nearly as much as when I'm trying to read 
something in plain english, and it keeps blurring in and out until I wake up and the dream is 
rendered lost. 

And the formula was: Ss = So + Si [The smell that we smell right now, is the smell of 
whatever it is we're smelling at the moment, Plus the smell of the inside of our nose]. 

This realization that nothing is safe from imposed objectivity, made me sit up 
immediately and ask the girl in my bed if she ever wondered about what the inside of her nose 
smelled like. 

Which made her sort of open her eyes, mumble something I didn't understand, and close 
them back to sleep again. 

This of course made me climb down from the loft, and grab the tea pot, flailing it around 
and pacing to explain the whole thing, with the dream, and the formula, and all I was thinking 
about it, and how finally, or maybe mostly, I have to accept the fact there's really no objectivity over 
anything. Because if we can't rely on what we smell as being what the thing or person or whatever 
it is that we're smelling smells like, then where does the line between subjective imposition and 
actual reality begin? And this is very very important because mostly if there's been any constant in 
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my life, it's been an ability to deny absolutely, which requires another absolute to, smack against it, 
or it won't exist like everything doesn't exist without something to balance against it. And I think 
this whole nose thing, pretty much proves, without a doubt, that anything we think is an absolute, is 
really only relative. 

Which made her open up her eyes again, and look back down at me, and say, That's a lot 
of thinking, Honey, maybe you should go in the kitchen and write it down. And she turned over and 
went back to sleep. 

Now, I'm used to people saying I tend to think a lot, or even too much as in this case, 
though it's not as bad as it used to be. And even though she didn't seem want to wake up and hear 
about my very very very important thing, I still made her some tea anyway. 

Because I have at least one rule. And that is I never sleep with anyone, who I wouldn't 
make tea for in the morning. 

And regardless of the fact that I might be an absent minded disassociated borderline 
psychotic narcoleptic insomniac, I think that's one decision I'm finally old enough to make. 
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Part 2 



H 



Why should I loan you mine, 
when you've broken yours off already? 



So now two stereotypes, one that has lived daily, and the other 
acquired for the journey, sit opposite each other. 

The writer needs no tape recorder since it is not the words that will 
be reported; only the facts (observable and imagined) that fit the thesis. 

- Steve Martin 
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So I finally went to that Chinese American Place for take out. You know the one. It's the 
Chinese American Place everybody jokes about sitting off the busy street on the lousy corner. 

And I'm having my Won Ton Soup, and the Egg Roll which smells like macdonald's, 
because I don't know about the ninety nine cent fried rice special. 

So this lady walks by in one of those, navy blue flower dresses like she's in Hawaii or 
something, and she stops looking at me as soon as I notice that she's looking at me. 

And because my soup is too hot, I wonder why people bother in the first place when 
they're just going to stop it as soon as you look back at them, instead of eating the soup. 

So the Waitress in the chinese-american place everybody jokes about was older than she 
wanted to look; except for the loose and spotted skin growing over her long limp hand. Even though 
at least it's also with at least she still had the red hair from The Beauty Parlor. 

My grandmother had the red hair from The Beauty Parlor until she was in the hospital, 
and when I saw her, my mother told me it was because she had the Heart Attack. 

So the three tables have Old People, and one of them is a Table For Two. 

And when I'm not looking I see the Old Lady at the Table For Two is looking at me, and 
even when I look back at her she keeps smiling at me like a girl the whole time. 

And I figure she might have been sexy before this part you know, but maybe she also 
wasn't. 

And for some reason when I look around, I can see how all of the old people in the 
Chinese American Place everybody jokes about, once got laid for the first time, and didn't even 
know how, but they were probably sexy anyway because everyone is when they get laid no matter 
what, even if it's the first time. Or maybe even especially when it is. 



Hey. Did I ever tell you about we had a Fifties Party back at school when I was, seven or 
something? And the boys all wore t-shirts and jeans, and the girls all wore those poodle dresses. 

And when I'm standing on the toilet getting my cuffs turned up my mother says to my 
father, I wish you still smoked because then he could roll a pack of cigarettes up into his sleeve like 
They did. 

Back then we'd to go to Brooklyn like a family, holding our breath like a game from 
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the chemical plants of Elizabeth, which was before I knew why my mother didn't want to go to 
Brooklyn, and she'd get mad at my grandfather for calling the chinese restaurant what he did, when 
he called the Chinks for Take Out. 

But he bought me Lobster when nobody's looking and gave me quarters in his palm when 
we shook hands, so I still had one of those dreams anyway. 

You maybe know the kind of dream I'm talking about in this part, because it's like me and 
him, and we're the same age in our shark skin suits, and we're eying girls on the old Brooklyn corner, 
and I'm smoking like I usually do even though I don't roll them up in my sleeve like They did 
because I keep them in my pocket instead. 

You know Brooklyn always had that thick brown smell, which it still does, but what do 
you expect after five hundred years of those old men in lawn chairs smoking cigars on the Boulevard 
with their black hats and pigeons. 

Sometimes I'd go to the Alley next to the house in Brooklyn and try to play Hit The 
Penny, until it was boring so I could keep it and go looking for treasures in The Basement. 

Now, I wasn't allowed to go into the Basement. And my mother wouldn't go into The 
Basement because she remembered when grandpa used to make her whip Spotty the dog down 
there for nothing with a whip. 

So of course I never thought she was talking about the same guy who got yelled at for 
calling the Chinks for Take Out, with Lobster when nobody's looking, and quarters in his palm 
when we shook hands. Or sometimes even a Silver Half Dollar. 

But you know back then I wasn't even there anyway because it was like, nineteen forty 
nine or something. And who knows what people remember or don't remember instead. 

So I stop it already with the remembering, and the egg roll that smells like macdonald's, 
and I look around, and you know what? Now none of these people are stuck in Time like I thought 
they were when I got there. 

I guess probably they're never stuck in Time, because that would require a complete 
renegotiating of Time which only exists by definition, and so can't ever be renegotiated again. 

But all of them are there when I'm there, and I figure also even when I'm not there which 
is like now because I'm here instead. 

And none of us will be there probably when the waitress's grandson asks his mother why 
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her hair is gray. 



So back when I was ten or something I'd go to that Luncheonette on Route Fivesixteen 
for lunch because I had a dollar and I didn't want to go back to school so I didn't. 

I have to figure you probably don't know the kind of place I'm talking about in this part. 
Because no one knows what they are anymore with everything getting more and more fancy These 
days. 

But the kind of place I'm talking about is the kind with a fake wood counter, and a shiny 
pie shelf and red stools for spinning around on but no tables, except there's a store. And those guys 
with the hats and their singing and dancing were too old even back then to have a lunch break, so of 
course they weren't there anymore like they are in the movies, about the people who start singing, 
instead of just saying what they want to say. 

So back when I went to that Luncheonette you don't know about, I'd get the same 
thing every day, which was one of those little cans of soup cooked in a pan because nobody had 
microwaves yet. 

And you know I got the same can of soup, cooked probably in the same pan, every day. 
Even though I didn't want it every day. Because the reason why I got it was so I could tell the lady, 
Gimme the usual. 

See, maybe it was what I really wanted to get from the lady was some level of consistency 
instead of just soup. Because you know consistency is by default comfort, no matter what it does to 
you, even if that's nothing. 

But the whole time I was too afraid to tell it to her like that with, Gimme The Usual, even 
though that's why I was there, every day. 

Because the reason why I was too afraid to tell it to her like that was just in case if she 
laughed at me and said, I don't know what you're talking about. So instead all I got was soup, which 
I know is what I asked for. But it's not what I wanted. 

So I would go and just sit there, every day, just trying to say it like that with, Gimme 
The Usual, even though I never did it like that, like I just told you. And then I got caught when my 
mother was at the school crying because I didn't come back, and they finally called her after weeks of 
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sitting in the damn Luncheonette; trying to get what I wanted, without asking for it, until she found 
out, and I never got to do it like that with, Gimme The Usual, because I didn't go back in Time for 

it. 



So I pay my bill at the Chinese-American Place Everybody Jokes About, and the waitress 
gives me two Fortune Cookies, even though I only need one. And when I open mine, it tells me, A 
wise man knows everything, and a shrewd man knows everyone. 

Now, I guess maybe this also applies to wise and shrewd Women. But I don't know. Even 
though I sometimes I think I know. But never having never tried it, I can only guess. 

And on the way home I walked slow, and the church doors were open but I couldn't see in 
because it was dark. 

And you know, I thought about going to confession for a minute there. But every time I 
went over the scenario in my head, it always went something like... 

It's been, well, it's been at least 35 years since my last confession. I guess my first sin is I 
was born Jewish, and frankly I was never even very good at that. And then there's the copy written 
blasphemy, the sodomy, and masturbation. 

And I hear snoring on the other side of the screen, so I grab one of those little pamphlets 
from the slot next to the bench. 

Oh, so then as I understand it, I repeat this stuff and in return I get some species of holy 
absolution? Huh. Seems there would be more to it. I wonder if that's even if I do any of that stuff 
again, because frankly at least one of those things has been one of my main hobbies since I was 
around 13. 

Well, it's worth a try. Hail mary full of grace, the lord is with thee, blessed are you among 
women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb... Fruit of thy womb? 

I tap on the screen, Fruit of thy womb? 

No effect. 

Hmm. Well I guess that covers the whole immaculate birth - virgin conception thing; 
fruit comes from a seed which grows with no cross fertilization. Though I guess by that account you 
could also say the vegetable of thy womb. 
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It might be difficult to imagine, but it actually degenerates from there. 

But luckily instead around the corner there was one of those 1970s lady's with the 
large and blue sun dress watering plants alone on the side of her apartment with her pointed bra 
underneath like They used to wear. 

And maybe she was once sexy too. And maybe somebody even once told her that he loved 
her. But she didn't know what to do with that so instead she's watering plants alone on the side of 
her apartment. 

But I don't know her so maybe he was sitting at The Kitchen Table reading The Paper. 

You know, I sometimes wonder about what it means when a person says Red Light, 
instead of traffic light. Because then it's the time when they give you The Directions and tell you to 
make a right at the second Red Light, and not at the second traffic light. 

And what about the people who say The Previews Are The Best Part Of The Movie, and 
the people who say The Crust Is The Best Part Of The Pizza. 

Maybe they're the same people. Although maybe they also aren't. 



So back when we used to go to Brooklyn again, which you know I'm going to tell you 
about again because it was one of the big parts, sometimes it was so I could stay there mostly for a 
week, or sometimes even forever. 

So it was always like in Brooklyn again then not in Brooklyn again. 

It's like the here and not here part spinning me around so many times at this point I don't 
even remember what's on the other side of the blindfold. Though I guess I should just shut up and 
get used to the pinholes around the donkey taped to my wall by now. 

I'd sleep under the kitchen table on Ocean Parkway when I stayed there for a week, or 
forever. And after the sleeping part I'd put on my grandfather's bathrobe and walk around outside, 
because Oscar Madison was my idol, with the messy room, and the sleeping on the wrong side of 
the bed, and the cigars and the beer and the gambling, and the going outside in his bathrobe to get 
The Paper. 

But what do you expect when it was Those Days with my fantasies about saving Christy 
McNichol from drowning, or Pinky Tuscadero from a burning motorcycle crash. 
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I do suppose to be feeling much better now, having rearranged the pillows to fit the bed. 
Though I do still appear to have a propensity for the tough and dangerous messy girls. 



So after the bathrobe part, I'd get dressed and go for walks alone down King's Highway. 
Marked with steaming te-amo cigar shops and sweet rotting fruit stands servicing the yellow subway 
station. To the russian bakery for grandma's special cookies. And stories of Mendy's the automat, 
with magical machines which could give you a sandwich, pie, or whatever, gone out of business 
before I was born along with grandpa Paul who I'm named after. 

Or Nathan's World Famous, where my grandmother first saw my grandfather, instantly 
deciding she would marry him before they even met. The romance of her insanity now reduced to 
an old lady in arizona yelling at spent off ghosts. 

Straight faced Rabbis in their black coats, serious over imposed numerology and morning 
knishes, or raspberry jelly rings covered in dark chocolate. 

And sometimes everyone was a rabbi; except for those old italian pizzeria guys in the 
doorways not even lighting their Di Nobli cigars until they chew them to bits. 

Something as old as all that, with its buildings so big you can't even imagine how much 
they must weigh, you'd think doesn't have to get out of the way for anything no matter what, 
wouldn't you. 

But I remember when I went to Ocean Parkway with The Curly Red Hair Girl, eight 
years ago or something now. And she just stood there in my grandmother's concrete back yard with 
me where the sour cherry tree used to poke up. 

And only left at all was the lingering cloud of tired old ladies mothballs gasping through 
the fragile shadows of my Brooklyn. 

And that's when I think I figured out how everything changes no matter how much it 
makes you think you can touch it forever. 

But also it seems sometimes it's like what time it is doesn't even fit between the numbers 
on the clock anymore. And you can try to go back, but of course that hardly works forever until it 
stops like it always does. 

And I guess I'd better only hope you're finished when the stopping happens. 
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So I open the other fortune cookie anyway, you know, because I don't know who it was for 
and I figure they don't care so why not. 

And it tells me the person who was supposed to eat it will always get what they want, 
through their charm and personality. 
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My Time in the Land of the Untouchables. 



As I cuddle the porcupine, he said I had none to blame but me. 

- Peter Gabriel 
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So there's a hearse outside my window, brown and plain like a scratched and empty 
photograph on loan from the past of it's own generation. A vehicle mostly of inherent (inalization, 
calmed to innocence, its forbidden purpose now lapsed into the forgotten shadows of fading 
memories. 

But inside my window the table has the perfect height for me to work my writing 
machine. And so I can afford the screen to become less empty with every word I birth here into my 
expanding frame for you. 

Because you know about how maybe it's easier to, birth the words out, and, trick them 
into stasis, when it's with the table has the right height you know. 

But before I go too far and make a mess you might regret later, I figure I should tell you 
about the part when I go to the first motel and slow down. Because that would be the beginning. 

Even though it's also with I don't remember the name of the first motel, because I didn't 
stay there. 

Because when I slow down, a worn out prostitute stands up lazy on the driveway and 
moves at my car with me in it. 

I guess she thought I wanted to fuck her which I didn't and wouldn't even I was here for 
that which I'm not and would ever pay to fuck anyone which I wouldn't even if I had to. Which I 
don't. 

So I keep going because I don't want to stay there. Like I just told you. And also I figure 
it's a good idea to let her know I don't want to fuck her right away, just in case someone else wants to 
fuck her and doesn't because he thinks I'm going to when I'm not instead. 

Because then it would be like the times when you don't want them to think about it like 
the way you didn't mean it. But you probably already know about how that is; with them thinking 
about it the way they want, and you didn't even say it like that in the first place. 

Besides, who wants to park in a motel with the prostitutes turning tricks out your window 
anyway. And also my car doesn't lock so maybe they do it in there even. 

But lucky for me it's not the only place, with the prostitutes turning tricks in my car, and 
so I get here two blocks later to The Motel Unicorn Inn. 

So you know, now, which is later for me in the story (even if it isn't for you because that's 
how it works with Time mostly) I have to wonder about why they call the guys who want to fuck 
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the prostitutes tricks when they call them that. I figure maybe it's because they think that's what 
they're doing is tricking them into paying for what they think is sex when it really only looks like 
sex. Or something. 



So anyway, two blocks later I get to The Motel Unicorn Inn like I just said, and this one 
doesn't have the prostitutes waiting for me because instead it has a sign promising Movies, Clean 
Rooms, and Free Local Calls in that order. But I figure the rooms can't be too clean around here, so 
I head into the worn lobby to see what happens. 

Because I figure mostly that's why we usually go in in the first place, or even at all, is to see 
what happens mostly. 

So when I go in the clerk turns around in his chair from the magazine, and looks me over 
from across the room with a drooping face and some sort of white scum caking across his lower 
lip. And also there's one of those guys you see sitting around in motel lobbies, or anyplace else you 
find them with a waiting room, and he looks at me like I'm going to rob the place, or do something 
interesting, until he figures I'm not and goes back to absently eating his 7-11 hot dog. 

So I tell the caking clerk I want a room for the night, and his voice comes back at me 
paper thin like a horse parody of itself, like he's playing a musty clerk who should be wearing a bow 
tie on the television or something, and he tells me, The room will be thirty five dollars plus a five 
dollar key deposit. 

I nod, which makes him pull a form from one of the boxes they keep on the wall for such 
a purpose, and he says, There are no refunds, so I nod again, which makes him pull out the key that 
has the number 201 taped on it. 

And he looks at the key, and he says, I want you to take a look at the room before you pay, 
which makes me ask him if there's anything wrong with the room, and he says, No they're just a 
little worn out inside. 

So I go upstairs, and the hallway upstairs smells like pork chops, and there's an open door 
with a half naked fat man leaning next to the window, possibly eating pork chops, though I didn't 
see any. 

And also there's sitting on the edge of the bed, a withered girl in a torn slip wearing eyes 
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twice her age staring at the blank wall from the kind of face you make, when you try to forget the 
part of Time when she knew what she wanted to be when she grew up. 

There are two knobs I guess on my door for extra security, and I go in after I figure out 
which one has a lock on it. 

The bed in the room, which is mine now because I have the key, is low almost to the floor 
and squared over with crooked wall lamps clocked against the fake wood paneling. And also there's a 
cabinet of empty drawers like there always is even in this kind of motel room. 

But the drawers aren't really empty because one of them has a bible in it. And when I shut 
the bible back in the drawer, I think about how it's mostly with the stories about the people who 
eventually get let in on the joke. 

You know, because it's like the times when God tells them he's going to do this or that, 
so, Go build a boat, or, You can live here but don't eat that thing, or, Get out of town and don't look 
back or you'll get turned into salt. 

And sometimes he even lets them in on the joke at the last minute and says, Go kill your 
kid on the mountain, and when they're just about to do it, he say's, Wait a minute, I was only joking. 

So it's like that with the empty drawers I figure, except for the bible, to make it seem more 
like the room in your house or something. Or also maybe people put their clothes in it, but I don't 
know about that because if they do I'm not one of them. 

The carpet is stained but was never meant to look any better when it was new because 
it's one of those kind of carpets. And on the carpet there's the mostly round table coming up at the 
edges I told you about in the beginning. 

And scratched into the table in the kind of angular letters writing with a knife always 
makes is, I tried but now I'm bad. 

Which is just fine because it wasn't me with the trying or the being bad part, at least not 
enough to scratch about it. 

And you know, it doesn't matter anyway because by now I don't have to look at any 
qualified confessions because my crap is all over the table covering it up already. So it's one of those 
times when you can make it so it doesn't matter because you made it already so you don't have to 
look at it anymore. 
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So after all chat, I drop off my writing machine and go back down the once white stairs 
and into the blank office, to pull out two bills and tell the clerk the room will be fine. 

I don't tell him it's perfect because why arouse suspicion I figure. 

The fact he thought it might not be a room I'd want in the first place means he thinks I'm 
someone else anyway, and why blow my cover just to tell the truth I figure. 

Because it's even with the room is more than perfect for what maybe I'm doing here. 
Which is something I should probably get it over with and tell you about already. 

Which is that earlier today I was sitting in one of those places that are mostly dying. You 
probably don't know the kind of place I'm talking about in this part because that's the way it is when 
a place is mostly dying. And who can blame you for not wanting to notice something you know is 
going away soon forever anyway. 

But the place was one of the kind with a bar and a menu of hot dogs on the wall even 
though I have a ham sandwich instead. And The Game is on, so it makes me wonder why in this 
time with my life half over or maybe even more, I never thought about sports are interesting until 
this week, if, or even if I do now any longer. 

It might be because they aren't, but it also might be because when I was little my parents 
kept saying how sports weren't interesting after the Brooklyn Dodgers left Brooklyn. And it was 
because when I'm a kid was still the part of time when it seemed everyone remembered about the 
Brooklyn Dodgers. 

And you know I have to wonder about why people get sad sometimes when something 
leaves and they didn't even know it for real in the first place. It was like that a lot when I was little 
with the people getting sad about what they don't know. 

With Kennedy spattered in a convertible car on the television and people crying about 
it, or hating Nixon and The Russians even though nobody thought about the milk from three mile 
island only an hour away. And I also remember about watching Vietnam, only meaning soldiers 
shooting and running or dying in black and white on the television while we ate dinner. 

But later Vietnam meant more than that, when my mother told me why they had me 
when they did was because it was when getting married wasn't enough to keep my father from going 
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to do the running or dying while we ate dinner in black and white. 

So on the menu on the wall in the place where I had a ham sandwich, it said Coney Island 
for three dollars or four for a double. And it makes me remember Coney Island with the static 
rusted ferris wheels from the Belt Parkway after the Verezzano on the way. 

Back then I didn't even know there was a reason why the beds weren't together, because 
back then they still weren't mostly on the television, even though they were in the same room 
anyway. 

Because it was good enough for me I could dive in between them for the safe feeling of 
being pressed in soft between the beds. 

And Those Days if it was special we could go to Lundee's for lobster on my birthday. 

Lundee's only had any black waiters at all, which it doesn't have now because it isn't there 
anymore to have the black waiters to walk around the huge rooms painted with soft green lead 
pastel along the yellow tables made of wood in their white tuxedo coats. 

For me it was perfect when it was there with all the colors even before I went in, because 
even the dock on the Sheep's Head Bay water for Lundee's was painted so thick and sweet I thought 
you could eat it. 

So I figure it's enough with the remembering about things that aren't there anymore 
already. Which makes it that I'll finally get over with it and tell you about why it is I'm here already. 

Which is because when I was sitting there in the place with Coney Island for three dollars 
or four for a double, minding my own business with the ham sandwich, I suddenly felt charged 
with the responsibility of negating all communications; to take leave of my usual environment and 
to land at The Motel Unicorn Inn, here in the heart of this place reserved for the untouchables and 
those who service them. 

This is a place no one stays for any length of time if they can choose to decide it, and the 
ones who linger, resolve down to some sort of gated incorporation. 

This is a temporary place, caught static pressed into the shadow of it's own consequence. 
In the spent off motels offering hourly turning beds to the sidewalk furniture, or weekly rates and 
family rooms to big Americans passing through on the way. To lousy $2.99 Chinese lunchrooms, 
stoic and slow so much they don't care if you come back, against a background of sex shops flashing 
through the cracks between car dealerships and convenience stores. 
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All hidden in plain view if you want to see it, like an old family secret every one knows but 
won't talk about. 

And the only roads around here are for going somewhere else. 

Even the toilet keeps running. 

But I can't tell you why this place is comfortable for me with the linoleum cracking down 
to the toilet, and burn marks in the floor below my feet when I sit on it. 

But the reason I can't tell you why is because I can't open my mouth when I don't know 
what I'm talking about, unless I don't know I don't know what I'm talking about, which isn't like 
now because I do. 

But regardless about it with I don't know why it's comfortable, I know that it is, and 
maybe that's good enough, even if the resources in this place of the untouchables are of no use to 
me. 

So if you really need an answer, I figure it's because whenever we facilitate a transient lapse 
of presence like this, it's mostly to do something we wouldn't do, or couldn't do, within the confines 
of our usual environment. 

And so I guess that makes it the answer with I'm likely here to enter to the fringes of this 
place; to reduce previously known time and space down and into some level of liquid; to erase the 
marks signifying the previous order; so I can intercept the new structure in its pure state and render 
it into something you can maybe touch if I get it right. 

And the only way to facilitate this I figure is to allow the transience of new experience to 
cover the previous environment, and resign all reoccurring image down enough to where you can't 
see it without my eyes anymore. 

That is if the real goal is to create this condition of naive placement. Which like I said 
might only be maybe the reason why I'm here. 



But all this talking about it finds me hungry. So I lock my writing machine down under 
the bed and head out into the rush hour sidewalks to one of the Chinese restaurants on the corner. 

The traffic is consequence, and the sun flashes peripheral first right, then left when I turn 
around because the first place I go to is one of those strip mall Cantonese fish houses. 
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You probably know the kind I'm talking about in this part because they're mostly the 
same, with the usual pastel furniture, and the satinized beige wallpaper, and also there's three crabs 
waiting in the tank for whatever they think they're waiting for. And also there's one of those stick 
figure ladies in the polyester and brushed pink business suit with fake gold buttons that's also always 
there, and she rushes over to lock me into a booth as soon as I walk in. 

But after I look around I figure the place couldn't pawn for a paragraph, so I unlock the 
lady and leave up to the next corner. 

To a darker place, also Cantonese, except this one has it like I want it, with the red booths 
and those lamps with the pictures of mountains and old gray men with long beards and fishing 
poles, or maybe some children playing with marbles or something. And also staring back at me 
there's a gold emperor while I try to order surrounded by static plastic dragons trapped in fake silver 
lattice. 

At this point my hearing is tuned into the kind of sounds I don't want to hear and is too 
acute for comfort, and I almost lapse into some sort of stylized rage and quietly move to another 
table when the guy behind me starts chewing ice. Because for me it's the chewing ice is the worse 
sound you can make with my two gold teeth and no money for a dentist. 

But this is an investigation of differences and reactions, and I can't let go of my reason for 
maybe being here even for comfort. Or especially even for comfort because I'm a passive voyeur in 
this system, and that offers me no rule over where I sit. I'm a guest in this place of the untouchables 
and temporaries, and so I can either place myself gracefully, or pack up my writing machine right 
now and go home. 

The Cantonese place with the right kind of lamps is run by children. And the waitresses 
take turns sweetly checking on my food. But it stinks and they know it so I don't eat it and they 
cross it off my bill so I don't read the fortune cookie. 

And on the way back there's a vacant lot of dirt and chain fences and a sign that says: 

Sorry! 

Please excuse our mess 

We're remodeling 
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And I think it's maybe a joke or something, because there's nothing in the lot for the 
remodeling. 

So I guess maybe it's a joke, even though it might not be because maybe instead that's the 
only sign they had and the boss said to put one up. 

But when I get back to my room and lock the door, the people are fighting in the hall 
again, until the woman is reduced to crying about it again, which makes it stop again. So I put on 
some music and go back to my silent documentation. 

Because that's really why I'm here, or at least the product of why. And sometimes what 
happens because of it is more important than why it happened in the first place. 

Because it's when it's finished is when you can look at it for real mostly I figure, because 
that's when you can only touch it anymore. 



So I decide after a while to break the isolation I promised you when I started, even 
though I maybe didn't tell you because really I promised it to myself. 

Which makes me call my friend working a few blocks away and she says come over. 
Which is what I do. Except now I'm back. 

But when I was there, which is before now, it was different than like I thought it would 
be because I've never been in that kind of place before. Because I don't want to go to them, or 
understand even why they have them like that. 

You maybe know the kind of place I'm talking about in this part. Because it's the kind 
when a guy goes there because he's horny. And when he gets there, a girl, maybe even my friend, 
meets him and takes him into one of those little rooms. 

You know, the little dirty rooms most of us probably forget are even really there. The kind 
with a chair and a couch, and probably even a black light for effect next a big thing of hand lotion. 
And everything in the room is covered with towels for when the horny guy comes all over. 

Because that's why he's there is to come all over, and so that makes it the job. 

But they won't touch him no matter what because it's against the rules laminated on 
the wall under no drugs or liquor permitted on the premises, and no meeting the girls on their off 
hours. 
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So I figure it's really his job to make himself come all over and not theirs, even though he 
thinks probably it's their job, but really all their job is, is to give him something to look at while he 
does the job he thinks the girl is doing because that's the rules. 

I guess it's supposed to be like the sex that stops before the touching starts that was never 
really going to happen anyway. It's like the sex that stops before it ever becomes sex. But it's really 
only jerking off with someone else in the room while they take off their clothes and pretend they 
enjoy it as far as I can tell. 

This land of the untouchables, the temporaries, and the permanents to other lands that 
service them, is densified with the simulation that feeds desire by showing you the fix to send you 
home even more sick than you were when you got there. 

Because it's the feeding of those empty places without fixing them what makes them grow 
I figure. Because all it does is remind you of what you think you want, even if it's not real and you 
know it. 

The hearse in the beginning, the two knobs on my door with only one lock, the flashing 
sex shops trying to make you think they have it for real, the car dealers making friends until you 
don't buy one; it's all a simulation maybe even one step removed from television. 



Hey. Did I ever tell you about I think the buying things channel is the only really honest 
television? Because at least they tell you why you're watching it. 

But even with that, even with all the honesty, when it arrives in the mail and the 
simulation is thrust into the unforgiving tangible, it mostly goes into the junk drawer instead of 
what you thought would happen when it was real gold. 

But sometimes it's like that, when it becomes different from what you thought it was 
going to be after they let you touch it. 



So anyway, when I walk down the dark street to the place where my friend works, and trip 
up the stairs making sure nobody can see me, I go in and my friend takes me down the hall with the 
nice mirrors and lavender wallpaper to the room where they girls relax in between it, and she says 
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she wanted to make herself look all sleazy before I got there, but I figure I got there before she could 
do it because she just looked like she was relaxing around in her underwear with two other girls 
dressed pretty much the same. 

And the room where they relax in between it has three couches, but these ones aren't 
covered with towels like in the other rooms because the girls don't come all over while they're 
relaxing I figure. 

This is the room for the real part of it because this is the room where the girls don't dance 
or take off their clothes for a horny guy, and there's no black light for the effect or a big jar of hand 
lotion, or anything like in the other rooms as far as I can tell. 

Because this is the room they don't bring men into unless they're like me and just there to 
visit, and not to come all over. 

So I sit down on the couch and have some soda my friend gives me in a champaign flute 
with a black stem. And while the girls watch the television and cut pictures out of magazines, I look 
around the room to notice the papers tacked on the wall. 

And these papers on the wall, they have each girl's real name in parenthesis, next to the 
name they use in the room with the guys who aren't like me and want to come all over, because they 
have two. And underneath the names is what they look like, and the size of certain body parts of 
their body so when the men call, they can pick what they want to look at in the room with them. 

So while I'm drinking my soda and reading about the girls on the wall, one of them comes 
in wearing a see through dress and I don't look at her, until she sits down which is when I can't see 
her certain body parts anymore. 

And I figure I wouldn't be a very good customer if I don't even look at them when they're 
wearing almost something, much less nothing. But that's okay because like I told you before, I don't 
want to be a customer anyway. 

So the girl in the see through dress sits on the couch and starts counting her money. And 
when she's done with the counting part she says to the other girl, who I could look at now because 
she put on a sweat suit, you know why I got that one? It's because Cheri told him I had big boobs, go 
figure. 

And I figure he wasn't there to talk about how the world population grew to six billion 
today, but instead he was there to look at her boobs, so why wouldn't he want to pick the kind he 
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wants to look at? Go figure. 



So I leave after my friend shows me the rooms where the guys go to come all over, and on 
the way back I feel like maybe I'm finally getting something out of all this. 

Because maybe it's I needed to find something else to look at so I could stop it with the 
redundant editing of my texts from over a year ago. Even though it's also with I don't want to stop 
it already even a little bit with texts from over a year ago, and I need the redundant editing because 
that's my process. 

Because my process is to strain the text into tired circles until all it can do is just sit there 
so you can see it, and that means every point of contact between word and page must be set in exact. 

Besides, it gives me something to do in between it. 

So on the way while I walk back to The Motel Unicorn Inn, I figure it's probably a good 
idea to try some kind of food or I might forget about it. So I head into the little Thai place next 
door because so far the Chinese haven't been very good at it. 

Inside the stark Thai restaurant next door, the family is sitting in front of the television, 
smoking cigarettes and talking in gibberish while they watch Jackie Chan dubbed into an English 
snow adventure. 

So I order some kind of scallop vegetable combination to go, and I have a beer while I 
wait for my food. Because it's real enough for me with the smoking and gibberish and they don't care 
so why not. But even though it was real enough with all that, the food stinks anyway. 

But I remember where I am, and how the people who service the temporaries and 
untouchables don't care if I come back. I mean it's not like I'm next door to a Howard Johnson's or 
something. Not that I think that's a good enough excuse to make food that tastes like crap though. 

But maybe it's probably like this with having the places like the land of the untouchables 
because there are too many people already. And we keep making more anyway even if it's only 
because we like the fucking. 

And if it's true, with the making more people only because we like the fucking part, I 
guess it's okay for me that some of the guys trick themselves to thinking they're fucking when all 
they're really doing is jerking off with someone else in the room. Because who needs them making 
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more people instead anyway. 

Because did you know about there's already twice as many people than there was in 1950? 
And that's at least three billion times that people are fucking in only forty nine years and ten months 
now. 

And that doesn't even count all the times you were fucking without even thinking about 
it for making another person. Which I usually forget that's what all this fucking is supposed to be 
about in the first place. 

I also guess I have to wonder about who has the time to add up all the people anyway. 
That is, if they really did it like that. Which I'm not sure about. It's not like anyone asked me if I'm 
here. 

So I notice also when I look at the television after I turn it on, that the people are 
celebrating about thinking there are six billion people, as if all this fucking without thinking is some 
sort of achievement. 

But I figure maybe they're just celebrating what they want it to mean instead of what it 
really does, because it seems sometimes people mostly celebrate about whatever because they just 
need something to celebrate for, instead of thinking about what's really happening to them. 

And I figure it's maybe the squeezing all the people into a space that's not getting any 
bigger what makes these places like this land of the untouchables, because with the more people 
pushing in all the time, means it's also with the more people breathing, and eating, and fucking, so 
there's less of it to go around. And that makes it with the starving for space and contact so they don't 
hardly get either one mostly. 

But I also figure maybe that's why people keep grasping at the simulacra in the first place. 
Because when it's like that, like it is, we're afraid of what we can touch for real because mostly we're 
not so used to what's real being there for us to touch when we finally think we have a chance to. 

Or sometimes I guess maybe it's because it's easier to deal with what's in front of us if all 
they let you do anymore is look at it behind the velvet ropes protecting you from touching it. And 
maybe we like it better that way. 

Because then all we have to do is agree with what you want to see there. 
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Ellipse... 

A travel guide to New York after the Disaster 



We face death all of the time, and for that time we are immortal. 

- WS Burroughs 
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So this time instead and in a rage of espontaneo, for reasons both good and imagined, I 
decide it's time for the see what happens part again. Which means of course I get myself up and into 
my own private Little Adventure, which finds me flung back home to Brooklyn. 

Because I figure with all of this and that going on, it's pretty much of the see it for myself 
kind of thing if I'm going to write this guide to New York after the Disaster here for you with even 
the lightest sense of purity. 

Especially with the Disaster becoming a media event bound to Black and White 
and neatly objectified into immediately digestible mustard sacks, tagged in tangible like a 
scratched nightmare shared among saints. And the self proclaimed Village Idiot waxing 
opportunistic in repeated prime time with people ordering copies of his speech in some wash of 
pseudointellectualism. (Put on your glasses America. My cat could eat a box of Alphabits and 
crap more accurate information). Car companies and plastic flag informercialists seizing in and 
washing down in patriotic posturing, wringing 0% interest rates to 'Keep America Moving' out of 
a destruction leaving 10,000 kids parentless bathing a whole of existence into exponential waves 
echoing shock and sadness into the already saturated ether. 

So I figure I need to get a clear view of It among other things, which means I go there, 
which I did, and now, which is later for me in the context of my self in relation to the Time Line 
generated by you reading this story, I'm back now to tell you about it. 

And hopefully even though I just appeared to pump myself in to a full 40 mg of double- 
barrel blue #10 grade hydrocodone, I can finish writing this all down before nodding out of the 
chair. 

One thing please to remember first for me here is that I'm not even remotely political and 
am usually way too chemically disassociated to have an attention to events seemingly necessary to 
foster patriotism on any level. 

Which of course makes it with even if I did have an opinion about the politics of this 
whole thing, which I don't, I wouldn't be telling it to you here, which I'm not. 



Laurie Anderson once said (actually, she said it a bunch of times), Always carry a bomb 
on an airplane. Because the chance of there being one bomb on a plane is minimal, but the chance of 
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there being two bombs is virtually nonexistent. So of course unless you're planning to detonate your 
bomb, we can fly safe from the potential of the plane blowing up in mid air. 

By that logic I come to some other conclusions in context, over things which may arise 
while conducting your daily walking around time in mostly any city: 

1. Like if you don't want the same drug dealers pestering to sell you the same fake drugs 
every time you walk by, show them your baggie of saccharine tablets dyed dark violet and try to pass 
them off as purple microdot mescaline at 5$ a hit. 

2. Same also if you want to prevent violence from happening to you on the subway, pick 
the most likely perpetrator out of the crowded car and belt him (laughing maniacally also always 
works as well, though it doesn't fit within the constraints of this argument). 

3. Or if you don't want to be bothered by the guys standing outside every restaurant in 
Little Italy trying to physically steer you into a table as you walk by, ask them if they've eaten yet and 
recommend a place in Chinatown. 

4. And if you don't want the people on the street yelling across trying to sell you crap 
gleaned from car trunks, always carry a box of counterfeit Wenger watches with you and try to slip 
them onto their tables under their noses. 

Once you corner the market on patterned intent, nothing can touch you. 

So maybe this method of interaction with the rest of it's related and directly illustrated in 
the continuity of divided stunting represented by the golden ratio; boxing inward, searching, testing 
out some level of self termination spiraling into infinity in a flailing attempt to avoid getting spotted 
by Time, by grasping at a specific point of intersection of space and moment to announce your 
arrival in a tangible and active, indisipate way. 

Of course though I may have convinced myself that whatever it is ever the hell I'm talking 
about in this part is some kind of applicable profundity, I also claim the right for this all to actually 
be I'm just rambling and rubbery off the Ambien I'm using to stay ahead of the impending shakes 
(Zolpidem tartrate 5 mg PRN). 



So anyway, being I'm not someone gets accused very often of not thinking too much, 
ike I told you in the last part, and in a wave of paranoid necessity bound by presupposed conflict 
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avoidance, I'm actually beginning this guide to our little adventure here in the food court of the 
Portland airport, with my enemy: The Pen. 

Because I figured before I got here, with the constant droning on over airport security 
lacing into even the most innocent of prime-time These Days, it would be a bad idea to bring my 
writing machine. 

Because not only it seems I'm often mistaken for some species of disposable carry on 
luggage; the kind you like too much to give away, though not enough to keep from leaving in an 
airport to get blown up with a bomb, but also why should I have to explain myself further just to get 
on the plane, while They dissect my writing machine; making me turn it on just to get a look at my 
sensitive materials. 

But even with all the interruptions into my television time, and Special Reports about 
everything is safe now to fly because of increased scrutiny, I have to tell you in this part I could have 
brought my Nickel Plate Taurus .38 2" with the Pachmeyer grip onto the plane if I wanted to, which 
I didn't, and with no resistance from The Authorities. 

Because being they didn't fit into my suitcase, I decide to wear my Lehigh 1200 degree + + 
rated steel toe welding boots to get on the plane, which of course made it beep going through. 

Then it was with that rush of queasy stunting nervous heat comes up into your face 
associated with a subconscious anticipation, when suddenly your existence in that intersection of 
place and moment is about to be confirmed publicly; like when the beeper goes off when you leave a 
store, or when your girlfriend tells you she cheated last night. 

So now with the beeping on my back, I start taking off the boots and my belt even to 
prove it to the lady I'm a true american and absolutely willing to give up my rights even to the level 
of absurdity; anything to please those in charge. 

And there I am getting naked in the middle of the place, half expecting to be pounded and 
pulled into one of the secret rooms by random agents, when without more than glancing at me, the 
lady waves me through, That's okay, it's just the boots. 

I felt like asking her, Do I not look threatening enough? Does everyone who beeps get 
passed through if they have half a reason to give about why it happened? Next time I will be sure to 
carry a few box cutters in my person to avoid the possibility of my plane being hijacked. 

But I figured maybe it wouldn't be such a good idea to make a scene about not being 
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So for any of us taking a long plane trip, and for whatever good, bad or no reason to do 
so, one of the few things I can say for sure is that some level of chemical intervention is absolutely 
indicated. 

Don't convince yourself into some kind of purist state when planning a plane ride, there's 
nothing pure about flinging your body three thousand miles in eight hours. 

SOMA (Carisoprodol 87.5 mg every 6 hours or PRN depending on length of flight, 
availability of alcohol, and seating circumstances) is what I always recommend to fly with because 
it slows you down in relation to Real-Time respectively, so any length of flight is filtered down and 
into the conscious length of a walk across the street. 

Interesting thing about SOMA is the site of action is listed as unclassified. This means 
it joins the growing group of all too many pharmaceuticals which state on the label, The specific 
pharmacology of this medicine is yet unknown. 

Now, I'm no doctor, though I play it whenever I can. But even to me it's obvious just from 
the effect of the drug, that it has an affinity for dopamine receptor sites, as well as a direct selective 
benzodiazepine euphoric effect on the limbic system. So, although I'm not so much the kind of 
person who believes about conspiracies (though you know this is one conspiracy I can really get 
behind), I have to figure likely the main reason for this lack of classification is because the drug 
would get a schedule 2 narcotic label. And the drug companies want to avoid that hole to drop in as 
much as possible. 

Having no SOMA for the trip east, I decide to settle for my Ambien. But being as absent 
minded as I am, I apparently put the drugs all into the checked baggage, so I am reduced to half an 
Elavil I found hiding in the lint of my jacket pocket [approximately 75 mg amitriptylene; a tricyclic 
antidepressant with a partially unknown site of action, which puts most people to sleep unless they 
have a specific style of depression which causes the drug to have an opposite effect]. 



When flying to NY on a budget, I suggest Islip airport to be the jumping point. This is on 
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Long Island, about a 45 minute train ride into Penn Station on a good day. It's about 200$ less than 
a flight into any of the other airports (even Newark which is almost just as far away), and being it's 
such a small airport things seem to move a bit more quick and friendly; excepting of course for the 
cunt at the Hertz counter who is bitchy over just lending me a phone book. 

So after you get the baggage and past the trying to borrow a phone book part, we go ask a 
cab driver about the cheap motels in the area. Which means he tells us, Walk across that parking lot 
and take a left at the first Redlight. 

There we'll rent a sleazy room for 75$ at the Red Carpet Inn because it's the cheapest 
place in the area even with it being 75$ complete with cable that doesn't work, and no actual red 
carpet anywhere as far as I can tell. 

But we go there anyway because with the indiscernible haze of a long plane trip, I just 
want to go to bed instead of dealing with the train and subways at 1 AM in the morning. 

When we wake up in the sleazy motel room and take a shower with towels so crappy they 
not only don't absorb water, but also abrade the skin, I pound everything back into the suitcase, go 
get some lousy tea in a styrofoam cup at the friendly Sunoco station, and walk to a random point in 
the road to take the first bus with a driver that tells us, Go to the Ronkokomo train station and buy 
a round trip restricted ticket for 20$ to. 

Which finds us after the day killing ride to Penn Station, where we walk out and around 
Madison Square Garden to the very steps of the roman pillared post office where I smoked pot back 
in 1983 or something with two guys from high school before the Rush concert, and call Minty from 
a payphone. 

But Minty will be at work and won't be able to give us the keys right now, so instead The 
Boyfriend will be waiting in Brooklyn to let you into the apartment. 

So after I get the coffee from a cart and ponder a giant pretzel, we descend back into the 
marble depths of Penn station and on to the red line 3 where you buy a 7 day a metro card for 17$. 
And get a map, they're free and mostly it's only the people who lived here for a short while only to 
come back to live in Portland who are the ones who need to try and seem like they know where 
everything is. New York is a big place and most people who actually live here and go places even 
have subway maps tacked next to the front door. 

The Metro card is a good deal because then we can ride everywhere and not have to pay 
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1.50 for every getting off on the wrong stop mistake. 

Because the Metro Card makes it with mostly our mistakes are free for the next ten days. 

At least the travel related mistakes. 

Once I've secured the card, you take the 3 to 14th street to walk down the long hall 
and get on the L to Minty's place (gray line on the map which follows 14th street almost all the 
way across the lower middle half of the island. Making sure you get on the one going to Brooklyn 
because the other kind stops directly across the platform). 

We get to Brooklyn at the wrong stop, lost with bags increasingly heavy, thinking maybe I 
should just go to Grandma's on Ocean Parkway but she died at least 10 years ago and they sold the 
house, and Kings Highway is unrecognizable anymore with even the yellow subway station is green 
and nothing smells the same anyway because of the creeping homogenization leeching into every 
corner of Brooklyn and even bleeding out to Queens These Days, until finally we arrive at Minty's 
in a random occurrence by finding the Catholic Church as a landmark sticking up after we get there 
enough to see it. 

Then finally it's two more sets of stairs to drop the bags into the apartment where we've 
arrived and so everything will be finally fine, and you can expect no waves of panic for at least 
another 24 hours. 



Whether traveling lost on the way to Minty's or not, you've probably figured by now 
(especially since I believe I've said it several times already), that I find it's always a good idea to stay 
at least rectifiably lubricated. 

This goes especially when confronting certain situations directly which can afford even 
the most slighted level of justification (Oh, I have a meeting, better take some narcotics, Oh, I have 
to go meet for coffee, better take some narcotics, Oh I have to wake up, better take some narcotics, 
Oh this is boring, better take some narcotics). 

So of course that makes the first thing I do after getting into Minty's place is dig out the 
bottles from the checked baggage and snap down one Lortab before running my head into the sink 
alternating Hot and Cold quick enough to get back as much of a sense of normalcy a body can feel 
under these circumstances and in a place still storming with explosive dust clouds from a Disaster 
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only three days old. 

Because changing your body temperature can really break up any relative string of events, 
especially in the sense of if we need a new point of reference within the confines of displacement 
anxiety. 

'If we fix the writing machine, we also can fix the life.' Yes Kiki, a burning hot shower 
followed with an ice bath can break even the most stubborn writer's block. 

So after the referential refreshment, the girl tells me to come meet her right away for 
pizza, and a then a beer after looking at the view from the window, and then the same view from the 
park, but this time next to the sugar factory. 

Which turns into dinner at the Japanese Noodle House called Rai Rai Ken (Middle 
of the block between 1st and 2nd avenue on 10th street). Follow the red lantern and don't make a 
mistake to go into the Shabu Shabu place next door with windows unless you know what Shabu 
Shabu (Tataki) is, and still want to eat it, in which case you should go to the noodle house anyway 
because this is my Travel Guide, and that being the case you should go to Rai Rai Ken because 
that's where I'm telling you to go, and because Rai Rai Ken is such a perfect noodle experience on all 
levels, I keep going back there three times for it. 

I figure applicable in this part is a note about how in NY, things tend to clutch at ethnic 
and historical origins a little more effectively than as opposed to Portland. A city which even at the 
liminal base is really just a circular appropriation of itself, and so seemingly by default everything 
appears to be constructed with a necessity to twist left of the origins of even the most simple of 
sandwiches. 

We finally get past the people waiting outside regardless of the weather because it's so 
absolutely perfect they don't take the easy route and go somewhere else, and into Rai Rai Ken to sit 
at the bar in front of the sign that says, Enjoy very delicious noodles but Don't Eat Too much. 

They're open until 3 am in the morning, so you can go there just about any time unless 
you're just getting around to dinner at 4 AM in the morning, which means you're likely coked up or 
something, in which case you wouldn't be wanting dinner so it doesn't matter anyway. 

And taking it from someone who knows about making Japanese noodles, which is me, 
they are better than anything I have anywhere excepting for that one place we went in Honolulu 
which was only just as good. 
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Rai Rai Ken offers three types of noodles, Shoyu flavor, Salt flavor, and Miso flavor. I 
recommend the Shoyu because that's the one I like best and the kind I mostly cook myself, and I'm 
the one writing about it, and I'm pretty sure I haven't supposed any level of objectivity in this book 
so far, so why start now I figure. 

The Salt flavor is also good, but not as flavorful, and the Miso is Miso, and I generally 
don't like yellow Miso which is the kind they make laced with Curry so I can't say for sure about it. 

The Gestalt of the bowl when they bring it to you with a spoon is immediately present 
and balanced, each component maintains a position within the whole without being lost to 
anonymity. 

The Shinachiku (pickled bamboo) is seared to the exact moment of leaving each thin 
body soft to the touch, yet firm at the core. A hard egg halved after long marination, leaving salty 
duotone rings to emanate into the pale yellow core bobs up and under, oblique to the noodles. A 
cushion of deep green spinach, cooked only by being placed into the bowl of hot broth, hangs just 
below the glistening droplets of oil which define the horizontal boundary of the soup. The noodles 
are semi soft and fresh, perfectly boiled to a pliable smoothness so much they squeak sliding in to 
your mouth. Three slices of Yakibuta (roast pork) cut to a perfect 3 mm thickness are so exactly 
light and tender, they hover above the broth and pull apart from the chopsticks with only a slighted 
resistance. A square crisp of nori paper accents into a sharp focal point to the left of a slowly sinking 
mound of thin cut spring onions. A piece of Naruto (sweet pink and white spiraled fish cake) sits 
half sinking randomly to the side like a hyperactive fingerpainter unrelenting in the corner. 

One of the things which draws me to Ramen (a name which although has come to mean 
the 50 cents a package stuff, has its origins here) and actually to Japanese food in general (including 
even the most rustic and primitive of Sukiaki, which used to be cooked in shovels in the fields 
to keep the food hidden from the fractured bandit governments of 19th century Japan), is the 
compartmentalized nature across the various types of dishes. 

Each component singled out in significance, while still maintaining a supporting 
circumstance to dish itself. 

Maybe this attraction to food delineated within the boundaries of the whole says 
something about my personality, although maybe it's just because I like it. Sometimes a banana is 
simply a banana, and sometimes it's even just a piece fruit. 
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Actually, I don't care for bananas so much. 



One thing to remember when we ride back to Minty's place in Brooklyn at 2 AM in the 
morning drunken after the bar, is to not have any worry time when we get lost, and we're walking 
around, and a rat the size of a small dog runs into and bounces off my welding boot, and the hooker 
standing at the mouth of the subway station is laughing at us, because things are very different now 
than from when I was growing up here. 

The deteriorating of ethnic stasis in the old neighborhoods caused by the flux of people 
moving into them who can afford to do so makes it with the different kinds of people are living 
more together now, so the previous strict and clear cultural cut striations have been selectively 
absorbed down and nebulous, excepting maybe for the few points only left at all lingering over 
certain streets here and there. 

While this may be a form of cultural genocide, which is bad, it also seems to make it 
with things are safer than before also, which is good. Because instead of only being able to look at a 
type of person objectified by whether they're from Bedford-Stuy, Flatbush, or Brownsville, Ocean 
Parkway or Howard Beach, they, you, become the same people we see all day and say hello to. And 
sometimes I figure it's much harder to do things to someone who's a person instead. 

I personally, if I'm pissed off at someone for something and maybe want to do something 
about it, I imagine them eating a sandwich, because for me people become more of a person when 
they eat. At least one doctor I had from the Car Accident should kiss his license every morning that 
he still has it. All only because I thought about him eating an Egg Salad Sandwich and wiping his 
mouth with a napkin. 



So this seemingly new sense of safety in New York can be the result of what I just said 
(the cultural integration part, not the sandwich one). Or. Also it might be because Guliani made it 
so all of the crazy yelling people got put in Jail. 

Actually, the whole time I'm in New York this time I only saw one crazy yelling person; 
excepting for the lady who someone bumped into and she just stood there in the middle of 1st Ave, 
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yelling into blocked traffic at the person while he walked away unnoticing. But although she was 
apparently a crazy yelling person, she wasn't the Jail kind so she doesn't count in this part. 

So the next day after the other crazy part which I'm not going to address here because it 
belongs to me, I'm sitting here in Brooklyn too short to reach this borrowed writing machine, sitting 
on a phone book in Minty's apartment reduced to whiskey at 12 PM noontime to calm down the 
burning shoulder and shakes from an abrupt shortage out of a screwup in the mail, coupled with the 
abhorrent state of American Medical Justice running me soon out of my Lortab 7.5's. 

Gritty in an overt sensitivity to touch and light, merely just able to get out of bed in the 
first place, and only ambulatory to the point of walking two blocks to the Plexiglas guarded liquor 
store, I'm suddenly hit with some sort of relative clarity, realizing the general state that line from 
The Lamb Lies Down on Broadway was actually referencing As I cuddle the porcupine, he said I 
have none to blame but me.' 

Keep your fingers out of my eye Rael, I'm not glancing at butterflies while you write so 
mind your own son of a bitch business. 



Obvious at this point, my smart little reader, may be the fact that my species tends grow 
with not enough cyclic energy to meet up the synapses of the dopamine assemblies. This combined 
with the prescribed and long term use of dopamine agonists [ritalin] from when I was eight years 
old because I didn't want to sit in school bored and out of my mind, effectively stunted the already 
ineffective system. So of course I tend to need a little extra help just to make it to baseline; there's 
not much for the little pleasure clefts to satisfy. Which is likely why I gravitate towards dopamine 
reuptake inhibitors or strict psychokinetics simple when I can get them; taking over for the system 
in general. 

And no wonder the time I took the Wellbutrin (bupropion hcl 150 mg 2x activates 
dopamine production in a manner similar to nicotine) 2 years ago I wound up parkinsonian for a 
week and saw a demon in my room. 

The little neurotransmitters had nowhere to go and got backed up. Half the time I'm 
surprised my head doesn't crack and they just run out my ear to find someone who knows how 
to treat them with a level of equity, We can see we're not appreciated here Mr. P, and are therefore 
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effecting our resignation before the whole system comes down. 



So when it's morning again, and on any day, I always have the first coffee at Katz's Deli 
(1st Ave. and Ludlow. Take the J from Minty's to the Essex stop and walk a couple of blocks. Or on 
a lazy day you can take the L to 6th Ave to the F to 2nd Ave. Where out of the subway and you can't 
miss it even if we want to). 

The sign above Katz's states simply 'Katz's that's all', the reason for this is back in the 40's 
when Katz decided to have a new sign painted, the sign guy painting the sign asked Katz what he 
wants it to say, and gets a note says 'Katz's that's all'. 

So that's what the guy painted. 

Katz was pretty upset, but he didn't want to have the sign repainted, so instead he 
appropriated it as a logo tag line. 

How many Jewish grandmothers does it take to change a light bulb? 'Never mind, I'll sit 
in the dark.' 

Katz's is one of the last places are left still pretty much the same as when I was growing up 
here. And that's even though it's an hour and a half train ride from Ocean Parkway, which is where 
the places used to be that Katz's reminds me of. Though even Katz's seems to have been slightly 
stunted to an extent by tourism also. 



Used to be you walk in just about anywhere in the City or any of the boroughs to the 
right of it, and ask for a Coffee, Regular, and you'd get a cup up with milk and 2 sugars. 

But twice in as many days they ask us at Katz's if we want sugar when I order it Regular. 

Of course I want sugar, I said I wanted it Regular, you are ruining my otherwise perfect 
Experience with that question. 



So when we walk into Katz's we are immediately steeped into the viscous air of over 100 
years of Pastrami and Corned Beef, Kishke and Copped Liver on chewy Rye Bread. 
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A tap on the shoulder to the right and the guy gives you green a ticket. When you order 
what you want at the counter, which stretches l/8th of a mile into the huge room, the guys behind 
the counter, who are all dressed in white butcher smocks, mark the ticket for when you hand it to 
the lady at the cash register when you're finished to pay. 

There's waiter service at only the ten or so tables lining the left wall across from the deli 
part. Little plates grace each counter for you to get a freshly cut taste of whatever you want. 

A more perfect New York food experience, both in sensory and character expressions, can 
be had nowhere else. 



So probably I figure by now you're maybe saying, Hey, what About the Disaster? 

Which makes me say, Okay then, I'll tell you about the Disaster now. 

But first I want to tell you about The Spectacle on the way to the Disaster. 

Because being this time is the third time we go down there, and that at this point I'd 
maybe rather chew on ice wrapped in tinfoil than go wade through the dusted death stench and 
suffering again, I start to figure some numbing outside of my usual chemical intervention is strictly 
in order. You know, augment my generally tangential state of being in order to circumvent the 
wracked emotion emanating from an inconclusive radius around the site. 

Which means we get off the L from Minty's at 1st and head west to find some order of 
appropriate bar, which we find under scaffolding with a spray painted sign that reads Coyote Ugly 
(1st Ave. between 5th and 6th, if you get lost, walk to 9th to the Islamic Council building, there's at 
least one cop sitting in front of it 24 hours a day and even on Sunday since the 12th) I guess there's a 
movie I've never seen named after the bar as well, but not having seen it, the movie, not the bar, I can 
only guess if it's an accurate reflection of the place. 

When we walk into the bar I am immediately visually assaulted by an actual vertical pile 
of people, yelling and singing, generally carrying on like lunatics bouncing awkwardly crowded to ear 
splitting butt rock rumbling the dark space. 

The bartenders, all of them the girl kind, do tall shots with the customers, then jumping 
up in cowboy boots flailing around with whiskey bottles, they suck on the pouring spouts like 
deformedly erect Lucite nipples on the masonite bar. 
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Not the naked kind; the dancing bartenders that is, they weren't naked, not that the 
masonite wasn't naked, or was naked, though I guess the masonite would seem to always be naked 
unless you include varnish as making it not naked, in which case being the varnish has been mostly 
rubbed off by the dancing, it would be the naked kind; the masonite, not the dancing bartenders, 
though they were pretty much not naked as well. Which was fine with me. 

Not to give the impression I have something against naked girls, I like them just fine 
under the right circumstances (in my bed, in their bed, in random stranger's beds covered in coats 
at a boring dinner party, in the woods, behind banks, on airplanes, in train bathrooms, closed stores 
in the mall; you know, when appropriate), I don't have much of an affinity for going to look at 
strippers, something about a girl bending over for a dollar doesn't rub me right. I guess I'm just odd 
that way. 



So the dancing not mostly naked bartenders steady themselves between songs and swing 
around on an overhead steel structure littered with bras while one of those mid-fifties hippie 
looking ladies, the kind with the gray curly hair and cotton shirts made by Indian slave children 
chained to looms, seems to attempt to choreograph the drunken dancing girls from behind the bar. 

I am immediately stunned at how much these girls are actually drinking. Personally, I 
wouldn't be able to sit in a chair without arms and a seatbelt after drinking like that, much less 
dance on a bar in cowboy boots. 

But while this is an interesting thing to see in person, especially for someone who lives in 
Oregon where bartenders get put in the Hole for even sniffing a drink, I don't see so much it would 
be an interesting movie. 

So after I'm drunk enough for the Disaster again, and the Spectacle got boring; turned 
into just another place with girls dancing on a bar in cowboy boots sucking whiskey out of bottles 
and people flinging bras onto a steel pole, I figure we can head to the 5 (green line) and south to 
Canal street into Chinatown for Wo Hop. 

There are plenty of places in Chinatown with better names and less stairs, but Wo Hop 
(17 Mott St. Not to be confused with 15 Mott St. next door, which is also Wo Hop, owned by the 
son of Wo Hop) is now there for 34 years, and still having the same waiters since when I was little, 
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is where we've only ever gone since I was still gestating, and so in my experience is limited to this 
one place. 

[Well, excepting for the time we went to the terrible dimsum and then the mostly bad 
other dimsum, but that was two years later and doesn't belong in this story because it was in the 
part of Time I was talking about in the first chapter, even though I didn't mention it because 
that experience apparently only belongs to me. Oh, did I mention the parts of this book aren't in 
chronological order? I guess it's a little late if I didn't being I think there are like 10 pages left before 
the appendices, sorry, I'm a real bastard.] 

So, this is the place I'm telling you to go. Wo Hop. And especially if you don't want to 
spend a lot of money because a table filled with food doesn't cost much more than 5 or 6$ a person. 

Wo Hop is in the basement. So when we walk down the stairs (which before the Disaster 
would take at least half an hour on a good day or at any time of night) we slip into a plain and tiny 
room with about ten tables and sit down to water and hot tea, both in plain diner water glasses. 

There are at least two things you will never get west of Philadelphia: Even remotely good 
Wonton Soup, and Egg Rolls same. The Wontons at Wo Hop are simultaneously firm and flexible. 
I recommend for a main dish the War Shu Op (3.50$), which is crispy duck, not on the menu but 
they'll still make it. And bring a bag. The food is greasy and if you don't need it to take home food 
we'll may need it to vomit into later. This is strictly an experience of taste and residence. It has 
nothing to do with nutrition or feeling even remotely well after eating. 

So after the wor shu op and tea in diner water glasses, we head out and up into where 
the wind whips across the mouth of the stairs, warping around the street in conjunctive northern 
spirals, kicking out a dust storm of fine grit littering your face and teeth and mixing into sweat to 
form a gray paste of atomized steel and glass, asbestos and flesh. 

At the base of Mott St. we're immediately confronted by police barricades on three sides. 
Cops direct tourists otherwise coming from Jersey around in circles until they get lost or leave the 
city. 

The overwhelming smell from the Disaster permeates each corner defined by the vertical 
range of the city at every subway terminal for at least 5 miles flowing up from the northern wind to 
the western edge of Brooklyn. 
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While the stench has an obvious origin in dusted brick and fire, there's a now familiar and 
growing secondary scent in sickly sweet undertones of smoldered hair and cellulose ash, relenting 
only slightly to the expulsive gasses of rotting people not lucky enough to be simply vaporized at 
impact. 

A sharp turn right at the bottom of Mott takes you to Mulberry street and Columbus 
Park. The signs say the park closes at dusk. But it's plenty night by now, more than 12 am in the 
morning, and none of the old Chinese guys talking gibberish in benches seem to be going anywhere 
soon. 

One of the advantages that comes with a large city is the ability to corner off in some level 
of anonymity; this is especially true in every Chinatown I've been to in the US or otherwise. 

So I figure with the anonymity and some empty benches on the other side, it's a take 
advantage of it while you can kind of thing. And I figure this is a better place as any to sit here for a 
while because they don't even so much as notice me in my appropriated invisibility, which makes it 
so I can continue to grind you out in longhand like I have to anyway because that's why I'm here. 

Because if I didn't bring you into the whole mess then you wouldn't be reading it even at 
all like you are now. And so this all would be just a big waste of my time for mostly nothing. And as 
you may have gathered, I do enough of the time wasting unintentionally, so you know I figure why 
inflict it on myself. 

But we're not here more than maybe 15 minutes until one of those drunken guys, the 
bumping into things and pausing to hold onto a garbage can kind, looks over at us obviously just 
sitting here minding our own business. 

He glances the distance up and back as if trying to measure the shortest gait between the 
garbage can and the next potential supporting structure, and lurches into an inevitable weave in our 
direction to poke his big red nose into whatever it is the hell I'm doing. 



Maybe it's the kind when he wants to spew out some one way disjointed mess about what 
I'm writing, or that I'm writing, and what he thinks about me writing, and writing in general, and 
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how writing has treated him. 

Or whatever it is doesn't matter because regardless it'll just unravel into a drunken midlife 
story about how he has a kid in Chicago but he doesn't know the address and his ex ran off with 
a trucker to some commune in Arizona to become an airetarian but he doesn't know if she's still 
there because he couldn't even find the place when he took the bus and wound up just to wander 
around until he hopped a train to Greenfield Massachusetts but it was too cold there even in the fall 
so he remembered his cousin lives in Queens so he came down here in the 80s because it seemed a 
good idea at the time and when he panhandles he always asks for money for Coffee and Doughnuts 
because it sounds warm and maybe it gives people some kind of idea to give him the money even 
though when you finally give him a dollar to go away he spends it on some mini-rolls of Mentos and 
a bag of Funions. 

But instead and in some style of preemptive avoidance of the drunken interruption of 
minding of our own business, I decide it's time for us to head up Mulberry through the gradual shift 
across Canal Street, past the few lingering Chinese crap stores selling little turtles for secret soup 
and shirts that say KARATE, and old ladies not with a word of english selling Red White and Blue 
ribbons and American flags out of upside down cardboard boxes, and into Little Italy for desert. 



Which reminds me now to tell it to you about what happened after I got back to 
Portland, after the part of Time addressed in this part of the story, after the plane trip where I got 
drunk and took too much Elavil in combination, so I put the blanket over my head for the whole 6 
hour flight effectively freaking out my seat mate and likely marking me for observation by the flight 
crew. 

Which is the day after I got back to Portland, I went to the korean quickie mart on 
the corner of 45th and Stark, where they promptly devoted a whole section of the store to plastic 
American flags, American flag ball-point pens, American flag pins, several types of American flag 
stickers, and postcards of the World Trade Center sitting next to the cash register. 

I have to tell you in this part that I find this opportunistic assault on a smaller scale 
somehow more disturbing than that of the tv infomercialists and embedded corporations. I expect 
this kind of thing from car companies who years ago moved their factories down to Mexico, 
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effectively pulling just about every job out from under whole towns in Middle America. But to see it 
in the tangible from people who you have to deal with in person, who mostly don't even know what's 
going on in the first place beyond changing their merchandise to fit the trend, is to me plain and 
unstomachable. I buy my cigarettes somewhere else now; give someone else the right to offer me an 
expensive, long and painful deterioration into death. 

Frankly, I'm not so much against people getting flags and putting them on their this and 
that. Though certainly I find the jingoistic course the US has taken to be pretty offensive. But really 
my only problem with the flag (other than it's the symbol of simultaneously the most destructive 
and permanently inebriated force on the planet) is it's simply poorly designed. The colors, while 
primary, don't approach pure. Pantone 613cv is a pure color, TOYO 0928pc is a pure color, but stark 
white, primary red and blue are simply childish and dirty. 

Of course now I figure you're probably saying something like, But White is the' symbol of 
Purity! 

Well, I say to you that purity is a contextual concept, especially when it relies on a 
common symbol as the vehicle. 



So like I just told you before the break in my Timeline, when we cross Canal at Mulberry, 
the flag ladies and crap stores relent to sweet pastry shops and stores selling stovetop espresso pots. 

The usually bustling and seemingly illicit, chaotic tones of the Chinatown streets dissolve 
into the openly ordered cafes of Little Italy. 

Heading one block up and over to the left we head into Da Gennaro (129 Mulberry St.), 
an open air restaurant where before the Disaster we'd have to wait on the sidewalk standing around 
for an hour behind tourists to get a table, especially outside on a warm night like this one. 

But now instead when we walk up they seat us immediately at one of the many empty 
tables regardless of my appearance. Likely not only because nobody comes down here any longer, 
but also anyone spending even an hour or two down in this part of lower manhattan these days is 
filthy anyway. 

I figure an open air cafe would be one of the places most hit by the continual stench which 
permeates the area all the way up through the Uptown subway stations. But at this point I'm used 
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to it, and they don't care how I look, like I just told you, so why not sit down for it like they want me 
to anyway. 

I order a clear Sambucca and a Napoleon, pull the ashtray a little closer to watch the 
empty street and listen to the people at the next table. 

I'd usually have a Canolli under these circumstances, but of course I've already had plenty 
from that little place on 1st between 9th and 10th, even though I don't remember the name of the 
place, but it's the only bakery on 1st between 9th and 10th so I'm sure you can find it. And if you 
can't, it's only a block up from where the police are staking out the Islamic Council place so you can 
ask them any time of day or night. 



One thing in this newly torn city, is no matter where you are, people are talking about the 
Disaster in real, personal terms not suitable for TV or Radio propagandists. Things which would 
normally seem bizarre almost anywhere don't seem out of place even at the black tie tables of Da 
Gennero, 'My uncle Frank was working down there yesterday and they found a hand', 'Jim says 
they keep finding hair because it burns at a higher temperature than skin so they keep finding hair 
without a body because hair burns at a higher temperature'. 

The Village Idiot made the proclamation about a week ago that, We (what do you mean 
We?) need to get back to normal. 

Which even at the base of the argument is built on the assumption that Americans, or 
even people in general, shared some kind of Cohesive Normalcy in the first place. 

But while the Disaster may be effecting people around the country as something 
constructed into a media event and marked for follow up, here in the city this Disaster is very real 
and still happening; it hasn't shifted phases into the new war of digitally imaged bombs and crackle 
recordings of the pilots who drop them, making it seemingly difficult for the people here to just get 
back to what would be assumed as Normal. 



By the way, Enduring Freedom? Even in this bizarre age of the US government giving 
these capped names to their wars against small brown people with black hair, consider that a bunch 
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of Middle Aged White Men sat around a table for days and that was the best name they could come 
up with for this newly refreshed and ancient war. 

Now please consider the level of creativity possessed by those charged with running 
things around here. May also account for the Flag thing I figure. 



Anyway, so we're eating the dessert, and one of the problems with a Napoleon is how do 
I eat it? The top is stiff and the center is creamy soft, so cutting it with a fork is impossible unless 
you plan to lick half of it off the table later. I can't just pick it up and eat it like a frosted sandwich 
because the creme will squirt across my leg when we bite into it. Really the best I can come up with 
is to split the thing like an Oreo and eat it tipped up in vertical phases. Which is I'm sure not the 
prescribed method of consumption. 

At the very moment of culmination with the napoleon, the wind shifts up and through 
Mulberry. So I figure if we're going to smell the Disaster again over desert, with gray dust starting to 
molest my otherwise perfect Sambucca, we might as well get on with it and head down there. So we 
sign the bill and drink down the last of my Sambucca hopefully avoiding the dust and three coffee 
beans stuck to the side of the snifter in clear crystalline striations. 



The sullen bleating of emergency lights illuminate the heavy air in sporadic red and 
blue perfect tones, which hang against the crackle of freshly violated roads flecked and rendered in 
powder by the wind scraping in from the tip of the only ocean. 

A new couple pushes past with a baby carriage lined across with mosquito netting 
against the potential cancer shocking shadow of asbestos powder laced with the sickly sweet mist of 
scalding hair. 

Cracks between the broken monoliths fold into a soft haze of crystal tones, illuminating 
the gray dust which permeates the otherwise static darkness, releasing amorphous glinting forms to 
dance across floodlights like vagrant angels suddenly bound to forever. 

Incalculable piles of flowers laid at every corner, carefully with candles whimpering 
against spent shadows once marking frantic searches are now resolved into ad hock memorials. The 

Paul Ash 



S7 

mourning of tattered party pictures and portraits with babies, dissolved into faceless expressions 
ripped raw in a snap, pulled from mere being. 

A woman walks quickly, crying terribly. Maybe she loved, or might have loved someone 
mingled into the pungent vapor, or worse riding by on the subway innocently trapped to suffocate. 

Grief has an exponential quality and missing is often worse than dead. Still 5,000 people 
missing leaving 10,000 orphans and ten times more grieving or worse, enveloped in a frantic 
depression from the realization there's nothing but an empty space, a cutout where this or that 
person used to be. 

Street signs hanging senseless like it could be any other night, and operating traffic lights 
which always seem ironic regardless on an empty street at night, are ignored now by street sweepers 
plodding through in concession, wetting down the roads to receive the next wave of dust in an 
attempt to keep it down. 

Five teenaged cops are out of place, laughing as they pose for a group portrait, the wind 
shifts to clear the air leaving you out of it. Filthy workers endlessly line the sidewalk against signs 
painted Boot Wash Station, and Personal Wash Station with arrows in each direction. 

The street is otherwise quiet except for the few lingering tourists pointing off in different 
languages or asking army guys with M-16s if they can take a tour, only ignoring them as they 
pull open the gate for another line of dump trucks filled over with the twisted steel of powdered 
buildings. 

Moving closer, the otherwise intact buildings surrounding the site seem somehow 
cocked and crooked until our eyes train in to realize it's the buckled ground between them which is 
incongruent with the otherwise geometric nature of the district. 

The crooked shell of the tower's shadow, skeletons of the spattered structures, curl and 
lean in like some huge child stuck them into the dirt in a sandbox play scene. 

Naked chunks of adjacent buildings hang in some disorder of sympathy unison with 
windows blown in, sucking people out of the rooms and into a rage of the sudden void. 

Burroughs once wrote, One violent death yields more energy than a cancer ward. If he 
were alive now we'd have to bait him just to come out of his leaded Orgone Box. 

You turn the corner and suddenly a TGI Friday's is open. The room is merely empty, 
giving the impression of an itinerant wake. This is still New York after all. I move to the bar and 
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order a shot of orange vodka with one ice cube floating in it simply because I can. 

People at the next table talk about a friend who got fired from his job in tower 1 on 
September 10th, and so was saved from being there. 

I don't even think about talking to the two cute girls who just sat next to me. Though 
I can only figure at this point that everyone should be fucking anyone with no consideration to 
reserve or grace. 

Baseline has shifted. Nothing is dangerous anymore. 
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i: Cast of Characters from 'Why should I loan you mine, when you've broken yours off already?' 

in order of importance: 

Time : amorphous concept drawn solid by standardization of its own definition 

They : the nebulous they 

The Usual :an important thing to say after gimme 

Fortune Cookie : press baked cookie with words 

Brooklyn : a place to spend half of Time going back and forth from 

Elizabeth : a farm of factories on the way to or from Brooklyn 

The Basement : a dusty center of mythological activity in Brooklyn 

Chinese- American Place : one of the places which skirt the boundary of being 

simultaneously both rich and void of personality 

Fifties Party : a place to remind you of what it was like before you were there 

Ocean Parkway : a place to look across at night 

Kings Highway : a place to go until it stops 

The Chinks For Take Out : a place for grandpa to call for getting yelled at 
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ii: The best parts of It 

The crust is the best part of the pizza. 
The previews are the best part of the movie. 
The cleric is the best part of the religion. 
The punctuation is the best part of the story. 
The tail is the best part of the dog. 
The wheels are the best part of the car. 
The doors are the best part of the house. 
The drip is the best part of the meth. 
The crumbs are the best part of the cake. 
The commute is the best part of the job. 
The bed is the best part of the sex. 
The package is the best part of the toy. 
The lips are the best part of the coochi. 
The head is the best part of the beer. 
The casing is the best part of the bullet. 
The vehicle is the best part of the entity. 
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iii: Notes on one possible way to effect Time Travel 
[from 'George meets John Denver in a Time Tunnel and learns to have fun] 



There are really only two autonomous machines involved in the process, although a more 
complex angle has been speculated several times. 

One station is known generally as a'scanner"; after the old short wave scanners which 
used to pick up active points in the band width. The station consists of a set of rollers attached to 
a servo motor which pass a 4" wide x 7" long piece of what looks like stiff magnetic tape back and 
forth. 

The scanner searches out points of intersection between two stations operating in 
different locations on the time grid. Once a point of intersection is identified, the coordinates are 
sent to the next machine, known as the "jump station." 

The jump station appears complicated at first, 
though this is only a result of the incongruence of it's 
components. Wires wrapped in clear plastic tubing meet 
a polished toriod (hollow donut like shape) antenna 
sit atop the aluminum structure. The thick wires are 
placed in the tubes so they can be surrounded with 
freon, this cooling process essentially turns the wire into 
a superconductor, increasing further the distribution of 
power from the source. 

The wires lead from central terminals on the 
antenna and down to a series of coils, a medium sized wash tub filled with water and several bottles 
which dangle from an old wooden saw horse, and a spark gap. 

The series of three coils, each with thicker, more sparse windings, step up the power 
source. The spark gap, known as the coherer, consists of a glass tube filled with iron chips. The 
function of the coherer is similar to that of a semiconductor. It's essentially a switch which conducts 
when there's a disturbance in the medium at a specific frequency. 

The tub apparatus functions as a high energy capacitor. The tub is filled with salt water 
as are the bottles, the salt water in the tub acts as one "plate "of the capacitor, and the water in the 
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bottles the other. The glass bottles act as the dielectric. The capacitor increases the density of 

voltage to 230 volts through a parallel process, limits the wave amplitude, and 

increases the intensity to up to 4,000 amperes; all allowing the transmission 

of information through the dielectric media of air. Connected at the base is 

a central interface, consisting of lights. At the top of the panel is a yellowed 

hollow box. The box, originally made from a clear soft rubber is now yellow 

against its own supposed aging. 

Attached to the jump station is an archaic radio microphone on 
a steel stand. The microphone allows direct communication between the 
operators of each jump point, once the intersecting points are identified and 
accepted. 

George built the machines from intuited plans using imagined tools, like they all do once 
they come to the same realization. 

Which is that our position in time being relative, can be based on a sensory assumption; 
like balance. Once the system is placed in this context an individual is faced with the consequence of 
being able to move through points in time if there is enough space to pass through. 

The speaker beeps, he puts down the amaretto sour and flips on the receiver. The speaker 
crackles in from not miles, but years away:"George, this is John, I received your request and have 
found the intersection point. 

George confirms the receipt and steps 
into the closet. The closet is completely lined 
with a lead wool except for a 4" wide glass tube 
protruding from the top. 

The tube is lined with hairline copper 
wires which spindle down and lace through the 
lead. 

George closes the door and flips a 
switch, a red light flashes. The transfer device 

scans the placement of each molecule in George's body and transfers the information to thejump 
station. Thejump station then transmits the information to the scanner at the other end of the 
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connection. The actual body is not transferred, just a facsimile, complete 
with all neuronal structure and any current electro-chemical positions 
within. 

This essentially allows a transfer of personality and all thoughts 
from the moment. The individual is essentially in two places in time 
simultaneously, all information is combined at the point of reintegration. 
The information is transferred in a sustained stream to the jump station and George is 
assembled in the new time - space intersection. Consciousness is placed last. He steps out through 
the door. 
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v: One Hand Clap: Endnotes for An Incidental Vacation: 



[a] Microheads [ trihexyphenidyl ] 

CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY 

ACTIONS 

ARTANE trihexyphenidyl HC1 is the substituted piperidine salt, 3-(l-piperidyl)-l-phenyl- 
cyclohexyl-1-propanol hydrochloride, which exerts a direct inhibitory effect upon the 
parasympathetic nervous system. It also has a relaxing effect on smooth musculature; exerted 
both directly upon the muscle tissue itself and indirectly through an inhibitory effect upon the 
parasympathetic nervous system. Its therapeutic properties are similar to those of atropine although 
undesirable side effects are ordinarily less frequent and severe than with the latter. 

[b] Amitriptyline {Brand Name: Elavil} 

CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY 

Amitriptyline HC1 is an antidepressant with sedative effects. Its mechanism of action in man is not 
known. It is not a monoamine oxidase inhibitor and it does not act primarily by stimulation of the 
central nervous system. 

Amitriptyline inhibits the membrane pump mechanism responsible for uptake of norepinephrine 
and serotonin in adrenergic and serotonergic neurons. Pharmacologically this action may potentiate 
or prolong neuronal activity since reuptake of these biogenic amines is important physiologically 
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in terminating transmitting activity. This interference with the reuptake of norepinephrine and/or 
serotonin is believed by some to underlie the antidepressant activity of amitriptyline. 



[c] Neurontin 

CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY 

Mechanism of Action 

The mechanism by which gabapentin exerts its anticonvulsant action is unknown, but in animal 
test systems designed to detect anticonvulsant activity, gabapentin prevents seizures as do other 
marketed anticonvulsants. Gabapentin exhibits antiseizure activity in mice and rats in both the 
maximal electroshock and pentylenetetrazole seizure models and other preclinical models (e.g., 
strains with genetic epilepsy, etc.). The relevance of these models to human epilepsy is not known. 

Gabapentin is structurally related to the neurotransmitter GABA (gamma-aminobutyric acid) but 
it does not interact with GABA receptors, it is not converted metabolically into GABA or a GABA 
agonist, and it is not an inhibitor of GABA uptake or degradation. Gabapentin was tested in 

[d] Lortab [hydrocodone HCL, apap] 

CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY 

Hydrocodone is a semisynthetic narcotic analgesic and antitussive with multiple actions 
qualitatively similar to those of codeine. Most of these involve the central nervous system and 
smooth muscle. The precise mechanism of action of hydrocodone and other opiates is not known, 
although it is believed to relate to the existence of opiate receptors in the central nervous system. In 
addition to analgesia, narcotics may produce drowsiness, changes in mood, and mental clouding. 
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Radioimmunoassay techniques have recently been developed for the analysis of hydrocodone in 
human plasma. After a 10 mg oral dose of hydrocodone bitartrate, a mean peak serum drug level of 
23.6 ng/ml and an elimination half-life of 3.8 hours were found. 



bug-gery 

'bu-ger-ree 

noun 



[e] Buggery 

Main Entry: 

Pronunciation: 

Function: 

Date: 1514 

Function: noun 

Etymology: Middle English, from Old French sodomie, from Late Latin Sodoma Sodom; 

from the homosexual proclivities of the men of the city in Gen 19:1-11 

Date: 13th century 

1 : copulation with a member of the same sex or with an animal 

2 : noncoital and especially anal or oral copulation with a member of the opposite sex 



[f ] Incredibly bad singing 

Performed at the onset of puberty, the Bar Mitzvah is performed during the time when a boy's voice 
cracks. The rite, which is atonal and polyrhythmic to begin with, is sung by the boy who's voice is 
already modulating in and out of tone. 



[g] Chinaski 

Chinaski is Bukowski's main protagonist. The book referred to in the text is 'Women'. 
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[h] Narcolepsy 

Main Entry: nar-co-lep-sy 

Pronunciation: 'nar-ko-"lep-see 

Function: noun 

Inflected Form(s): plural -sies 

Etymology: International Scientific Vocabulary, from Greek narkE 

Date: 1880 

: a condition characterized by brief attacks of deep sleep 



[i] Morphine 

CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY 

Morphine is the prototype of many narcotic drugs that interact predominantly with the opioid 
u-receptor. These u-binding sites are discretely distributed in the human brain, with high densities 
in the posterior amygdala, hypothalamus, thalamus, nucleus caudatus, putamen, and certain cortical 
areas. They are also found on the terminal axons of primary afferents within laminae I and II 
(substantia gelatinosa) of the spinal cord and in the spinal nucleus of the trigeminal nerve. 

In clinical settings, morphine exerts its principal pharmacological effect on the central nervous 
system and gastrointestinal tract. Its primary actions of therapeutic value are analgesia and sedation. 
Morphine appears to increase the patient's tolerance for pain and to decrease discomfort, although 
the presence of the pain itself may still be recognized. In addition to analgesia, alterations in mood, 
euphoria and dysphoria, and drowsiness commonly occur. 
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[j] Ribena 

Ribena is an ulcrasweet black current soda. 



[k] TyIenol-3 [considered here for the absurdity being it is easier to get morphine sulfate searettes 
on the street than it is to get a doctor to write for tylenol-3] 

CLINICAL PHARMACOLOGY 

Acetaminophen and codeine phosphate tablets, oral solution, and capsules, combine 
the analgesic effects of a centrally acting analgesic, codeine, with a peripherally acting analgesic, 
acetaminophen. Both ingredients are well absorbed orally. The plasma elimination half-life ranges 
from 1 to 4 hours for acetaminophen, and from 2.5 to 3 hours for codeine. 

Codeine retains at least one-half of its analgesic activity when administered orally. 
A reduced first-pass metabolism of codeine by the liver accounts for the greater oral efficacy of 
codeine when compared to most other morphine-like narcotics. Following absorption, codeine is 
metabolized by the liver and metabolic products are excreted in the urine. Approximately 10 percent 
of the administered codeine is demethylated to morphine, which may account for its analgesic 
activity. 

Acetaminophen: Acetaminophen is distributed throughout most fluids of the body, and is 
metabolized primarily in the liver. Little unchanged 
drug is excreted in the urine, but most metabolic products appear in the urine within 24 hours. 
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v: Interviews 

2003 interview with Daily PDX 

Describe Sniffy Linings and where you came up with the name? 

Well, the second part is easy. I came up with the name in the room of the house I lived in. It was 
kind of a dump, there were holes in the floor and no heat. Very smelly. The place I live in now is 
much nicer which you know because you were here last week. 

Yes, I know. I meant how did you come up with the name. 

Oh. Funny story. It's from a Devo song."Got a gut feeling" Back in 1998 I had what appeared to be 
a full on nervous breakdown. Sat in my room for 3 months on copious amounts of norepinepherine 
and dopamine reuptake inhibitors writing my first book, The Hotel Brain . Well, I was also writing 
my actual first book, which is no longer around because it was a self indulgent piece of crap, called 
What I Did on My Vacation which was basically about the whole nervous breakdown I was having 
at the time fueled by very dangerous chemicals and 3 hours sleep a night on top of 16 a day spent 
writing. 

During this period I also listened to the same Devo album over and over, for three months, 16 
hours a day, which likely exacerbated the condition, and got a gut feeling was on that album. In fact, 
I believe it's quoted in the hotel brain which is a description of four characters living in the writer's 
mind during a chemically fueled, but not induced, breakdown. At least I think it's quoted, frankly, 
I go back and try to read the book and it's like stepping back into a place I don't want to revisit so I 
never get through the whole thing. 
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My book Can of Air shortly followed out of the tail end of the breakdown, and has an appendix 
which consists mainly of notes from the period and a prose piece called Elbows Hurt which actually 
marked the beginning of the whole thing. 

I do want to say here that I'm feeling much better now. I only say this because there have been many 
times people have read one of my old books and thought I am one of the characters in those books. 
I think that's one of the biggest mistakes which are made with writers; to assume they are their 
fiction, and that the writer's circumstance is as static as a printed text. 

Many people tell me they think Sniffy Linings is a drug reference, which I can certainly see seeming 
to be the case, but it's not. 

To answer the first part: Sniffy is a design studio and e + print press. The design side mainly 
functions in web design with a focus on graphical interface, though not short of function. I also do 
quite a bit of physical graphic design including Company id packages and temporary id elements. 

The press side of Sniffy has an international combination of 40+ writers and artists, mostly chosen 
by me, though a few chosen by the old poetry editor and approved and cycled in by me. Need a new 
poetry editor by the way, it's been a few months, so I figure it's time to be open to finding a new one. 
I'm not a poet and I'm not even sure if I like poetry much, so I feel there's a pretty important line 
there which I shouldn't likely cross over. 

I used to get tons of submissions, mostly garbage, until I decided to make the guidelines very mean. 
Now I get less subs, but much higher quality. And being now it's just me running things, simplicity 
is key. This is boring. Can we talk about something else? 

Can you rehash the equation about the smell of your nose=the inside of your nose from your performance? 

I need a new telephone. 
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What' 

My phone, it's all messed up. If I drop it or even put it down it stops working until I put it back in 
the phone thing, so if I'm outside and I put the phone down or drop it, it turns off and then I have 
to come inside and hang it up on the phone thing. The cradle or base or whatever. Then I have to 
go back out to wherever my previous business is. I like the phones designed by Bang & Olufsen, 
but they're like $400 for a cordless and although I do find it important to surround myself with 
well designed objects, $400 is like 45.74129 little kubrick guys or something so I couldn't justify the 
expense for one phone when instead I could buy enough kubrick guys to fill up my entire desk. 

Tell me about the equation... 

Oh. Um well the formula is from a dream, or more of one of the kind when you wake up and you're 
not really asleep but not really awake. I find it's not only the most creative time of day for me, but 
also the time when solutions to most problems come clear. Not just creative problems, a few days 
ago I woke up realizing the answer to this whole back end code problem on a site, got up, made tea, 
sat down at the desk and got it all working. 

Anyway, the formula was Ss=So+Si - which is is the smell that we smell at any moment [Ss] is the 
smell of whatever it is we're smelling at the moment [So] Plus, the smell of the inside of our nose 
[Si]. 

This is really the essence of my current monologue, which is basically about the pull we all seem 
to have toward making what we're experiencing into what we assume is reality, minus whatever 
subjective element we're applying at any given moment; which we are mostly willingly unaware of. 

What the formula pointed out to me is basically nothing is objective; even that which we don't 
consider challenging. Like that what we smell at any moment isn't necessarily that which we're 
actually smelling. 

I was just listening to a conversation between William Burroughs, Brion Gysin, Timothy Leary, Les 
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Levine & Robert Anton Wilson. One of them said, either Levine or Wilson, [I recognize the other's 
voices], From any other point in the universe, we appear to be in outer space. This is really a global 
sense of what I'm saying with the formula, but just inverted. I think. 

What is the greatest accomplishment in your life, thus far. 

Nurturing my cat, No Tail [he only has a stub] who several years ago jumped in my window while I 
was lying in bed, climbed on top of me, and decided to live with me since. 

What is the most humiliating failure, thus far? 

Well, I think the most humiliating thing would probably be that time in the fourth grade when I 
went to school in my underwear and forgot to wear pants, but I didn't realize I was sitting in class 
in my underwear until I was already there in the classroom. I didn't even remember getting up and 
going to school. It was like I was just there suddenly in school in nothing but my underwear. Come 
to think of it I don't remember anything after that. But that's to be expected being it was pretty 
traumatic. 

These days though I can't say I get humiliated. Consider for 2 weeks before each performance I walk 
all over practicing my monologue out loud. People on the street likely think I'm a crazy talking to 
himself guy, and it's like. No. I'm rehearsing. But I don't tell them. I just keep walking up and down 
the street talking to myself, gesturing. My neighbors likely think I'm just standing on the porch 
talking to myself, they've started bringing the plants in I noticed. But that might be because it's cold 
now. I don't know. 

So it's pretty hard for me to be humiliated, maybe because of the early underpants in school trauma, 
and I've been up some magnanimous moronic mountains of stupidity in my life let me tell you, 
but I don't usually get humiliated. I either stuff it deep down so it wells up in a plume of seemingly 
unrelated dysfunction, forget about it, or use it for material. 
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As far as failures. There are three things I want to do in my life, 1) have an action figure of myself 
produced along with accessories. 2) transgress matter on demand to be able to fly around in space 
at warp speed and shoot things in a single occupancy fighter, like an A-wing maybe, or a delta flyer, 
preferably an a-wing, definitely not a y-wing, they're too slow and cumbersome. 3) finally harness 
Time as an object concretized by the repetition of its own standardization, control that loop, and go 
back and fix the Mistake. 4) be a cartoon character. There are four things I want to do in my life. 

So far I have only come close to one of those things. I'm not sure if that constitutes failure, but never 
having tried it I can only guess. I don't really think of things like that, I've done some pretty great 
things, made some really good choices, and also made some pretty serious screwups, like everyone. 
I do feel I've had some experiences some would think of as odd, luckily I tend to have a very high 
tolerance for strange, or even detrimental, so I can look on quite a bit which would otherwise be 
seen as negative, as neutral. 

Who would you invite to a Portland-only dinner party (meaning they have to be from here)? 

If you're asking to come over for dinner, that's fine, just ask. But just so you know I don't dance with 
married women. But I am a good cook, so I understand you wanting me to make dinner. You can 
bring your husband too, after a large bottle of strong wine I might dance with him. 

What is your greatest wish for Portland? 

For Phil Busse [editor of The Mercury] to be elected mayor. 

Who is the smartest person you know? The funniest? The strangest? 
Mykle Hansen 

Where do you typically purchase your props? (Canned milk, etc) 

Well. Being I'm fairly absent minded, it's mostly I get my props at the place I'm standing where 
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I find the note stapled to my money [which is a more portable form of reminding yourself than 
putting notes in your shoe, and less invasive than writing it backwards on your forehead with 
lipstick so you see it in the mirror]. I prefer to get organic milk from cows that don't spend their 
lives immobilized in a steel cage unless they're being carted off to what dairy factories call the "rape 
rack" [this is true] where they are inseminated. 

No, I prefer to think of the cows I get my milk from to be happy, dancing cows, in meadows, 
voluntarily meandering to the virgin maiden in blonde pigtails and ornate dress waiting with her 
pail to relieve them of their milk and carry it to the barn where it is cooked over an open flame until 
it is condensed and individually hand canned for me; just like is on the label. 

So usually it's at a health food kind of store. Though the whole thing's a crap shoot because frankly 
half the time it's at the store closest to the place I'm performing when I realize I forgot to get it. The 
non milk props I bring in a bag, which I always keep the props in because otherwise I'd forget to 
put... wait.... Sorry, my roommate just came in and gave me a 2002 prescription drug reference book, 
funny how people assume... What was I.... Oh, I keep everything I'm bringing for the show in a bag 
in my closet between shows because otherwise I'd be running around trying to remember everything 
just before I leave to get to the performance. 

Who do you wish you were more like? 

The entire character cast of Family Guy, simultaneously. 

How would you describe yourself as an author? As a human? 

Funny Story. I am just over 5'5.5" and appear to be northern Mediterranean or close to that, with 
dense muscle mass in the upper body and brown curly hair. I shave once or twice a week at most so 
usually I either have hair on my face, or if it's on a day I shave I look at least 7-8 years younger than 
I actually am because I've never shaved every day. I am always the smartest boy in the class. I wear 
square glasses, though I am getting new ones because I step on the old ones and glue them back 
together. Regardless of my not shaving daily, I do bathe daily so I have pretty good hygiene and you 
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wouldn't look at me and say Oh my what a dirty disgusting guy go take a bath, or something. 
I have brown sneakers with blue stripes which I bought just before the interview, which I thought 
I was late for because of buying the sneakers and I was standing on the sidewalk and when I saw 
a girl walking towards me smiling I said, Are you here to interview me? And she said No, I saw 
your performance last night. And then she proceeded to sit down and start interviewing me which 
I thought was very clever which is a quality I find myself very attracted to; cleverness. I asked my 
friends if they knew this girl and they said no so I forgot about it untiljust now because nobody 
knows who she is and she disappeared when you got there to interview me. 

Of course I'd be a lying idiot if I were to try to convince you that I don't find myself generally 
attracted to cute women, so I won't because I'm not; an idiot or lying that is. But I tend to have 
a sort of dysmorphic sense of beauty, not in the deformed kind of sense, more in the sense that I 
don't go for the average kind of model type skinny girls. I'm more attracted to slightly outside edge 
physical stylistic elements; in both form and accessorization. But cleverness and talent [creative or 
an inner intangible talent] are absolutely necessary for me to even contemplate making tea for a girl 
in the morning. 

I have a ring in my left ear which I got back in 1995 when I was in NY, which is where I'm from but 
when I got the ring I was just visiting. I forget it's there most of the time so it's not a Guy with an 

earring because [insert reason] kind of a thing, it's just there. I have a watch which is smelly 

from the times when I forgot to take it off when I got in the shower and I tend to wear button shirts 
because of really no reason than the Can't a guy be presentable? kind. I'll have to go look in the 
mirror if you want more detail. 

Anything else you'd like to add about Sniffy Linings? 

See a doctor get rid of it. Don't trust whitey. 
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2002 interview with Writers Northwest Magazine. 

Paul Ash is an artist, writer and webmaster. He also runs the Sniffy Linings e-press. An e-press being, as you 
may have guessed, a publishing outfit which exists primarily, if not exclusively, online. Sniffy Linings features tfce 
quirky and complex writings of authors as diverse as a housewife in Arizona and a professor at the Sorbonne in 
France. I caught up with Paul recently to discuss Snifjy Linings, tfce business of e-publishing and Bar-Mitzvab 
hijinks. The following is an excerpt from our conversation: 

What is Sniffy Linings' 

Um. It's a mostly small press which isn't so small now there are 40 contributors involved. 

What are the advantages of running an e-press as opposed to a regular press? 

Um. 

What makes someone a Sniffy writer? 

Um. Oh. I usually take work that is humorous, but also clever and well thought-out. I like things 
with a sense of imagery or that come at a subject from an unusual angle or something. I don't like 
work that is too obvious or traditional in its approach. Funny things are good. Everyone around here 
is too serious all the time. Um. 

About what percentage of submissions that you receive do you actually accept? 

How much? What? 
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What percentage oj submissions that you receive do you actually accept? 
Oh. Funny story. Less than ten percent. 

Get any cranks? 

Yes. Well is the interview over? 

What? You haven't even answered most oj my questions. All you do is keep looking around and saying What and 
Um. 

Oh. Is this being recorded? 

Why? 

I want a copy. 

What? Answer my question. Get any cranks? 

What do you mean cranks? Are you coming on to me? 

No. Do people get upset when they get rejected? 

You mean for the press? 

Yes. 

Um. Well, there was one writer, who, instead of sending one submission, sent me twelve or thirteen 
separate pieces. 

Needless to say, that put you ofj. 
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What put me off needless to say? 

Getting 13 separate files. 

Oh. No, actually, I liked his work. 

But when I contacted the person and told him that I wanted to have him on the website, he said 
that he had read one of my books and then proceeded to accuse me of appropriating his words and 
using them in my books. 

Did you? 

No. Of course not, I don't even have time to write down everything I think about, much less write 
down about what someone else does. 

That was strangely coherent. 

I have my moments. 

So, what do you have going on now? 

The press? 

Yes. 

Well Sniffy has just published two hardcopy editions. One is a monologue of my own, part 4 in my series of 5, 
entitled An Incidental Vacation, and the other is a book of poetry called Imperial Pulse. 

Where did the writer of Imperial Pulse come from? 
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Where did you come from? 

What? 

Um. (pulls a paper from his pocket Reading from the paper) She was from Vancouver, B.C. 

Why did you have to read that? I thought she's your ex-girlfriend. 

I was drunk at the time. 

So, tell me about your new monologue. 

Why? 

Um. 

An Incidental Vacation deals with, among other things, my condition. Being an absent minded 
disassociated borderline psychotic agoraphobic narcoleptic insomniac. The insomnia, strangely, is 
usually followed by bouts of narcolepsy. Other people think this is funny, sleep is a very fragile thing 
with me, about three years ago I was using rather copious amounts of cocaine in my writing process. 
There was a period of about a year where I couldn't sleep hardly at all because of it. Even now I start 
to freak out if I'm up still at sunrise. A throwback from the thirteen hour writing binges ending at 7 
am only to go to bed and lay around for three hours to get up and start writing again. 
When I say I wasn't an addict I'm not simply justifying my use. As I understand it a person is an 
addict if they use a drug as the end in itself. There's a difference between dependence and addiction. 
With addiction you trade one process for another [another drug, 12 steps, bad women, denial, 
whatever]. I was dependent on the drug for the writing, my process was completely interlaced with 
using. The drug was a character in the books I wrote, the psychosis the drug exacerbated was the 
foundation. 
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Once I finished the books I stopped using the drug. I didn't even think about it. There is actually 
no physical addiction to cocaine, it's a norepinepherine and dopamine reuptake inhibitor; once the 
body regulates the absence of the augmentation of the processes of making these two chemicals, 
which the drug is responsible for [as opposed to opiate narcotics which completely take over for the 
system], the need diminishes. 

That said, and also saying there is a very definite process oriented addiction, an addiction in context, 
I didn't write for over a year, the drug was so tied into the process I couldn't even read my own work. 
The need to get back on was too strong and I no longer was tied to the sources. 

At this point three years later though I am able to write and mostly sleep just fine. I have apparently 
regulated. 

With the recent insomnia I decided to write down all my dreams when I was able to sleep and 
in the same book everything I did during the day. Everything, which is quite a task and pretty 
mundane depending on what you're doing. 

I soon found that I was becoming psychotic. I think there's likely meant to be a very serious wall 
between being asleep and awake. 

You do have your moments. 

What? 

The monologue also deals with, as most of your monologues do, your childhood in Brooklyn. In fact, I think my 
favorite part of your monologue was the bit about your Bar-Mitzvah. 

Yes, well. 
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2003 Interview with Bookmouth.com 

First off, where does the name Sniffy Linings come from? 

Well the name of sniffy linings actually comes from a DEVO song called got a gut feeling. Sniffy 
linings was actually the second choice for the name but now I don't remember the first choice. That 
makes it so when someone types sniffy into a search engine they get either sniffy linings press, 
DEVO lyric sites, or a site for something called Sniffy the Virtual Rat which though I've never 
looked at it, I'm sure it's pretty tasty. 

What makes up the Sniffy Linings operation? 

Right now, other than the 40 or so contributors, sniffy consists of Myself, a computer and press set 
up in Portland. 

How do you balance your efforts to make a living as a website/ graphic designer with your independent press 
endeavors? 

Um. Well I didn't really plan for sniffy to make any money from the start, maybe break even, so I've 
always balanced it in with my design work. Sniffy is fully integrated at this point, so I more look 
at the whole thing as one large project though I do keep the press work for after the client work is 
finished. Also, I guess I'm pretty good at balancing them. Sniffy only gets updated once a month 
or so either in site management and design or adding new contributors, and being web design is 
something I work with all day, things tend to go pretty quick. 

If you're working on your writing and publishing projects, do you ever get overwhelmed by the sense that you 
should be spending more time seeking paying gigs? It is a very common freelancer conundrum, isn't it? How do 
you manage that? 
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Um, There are downtimes in the design end, one of the hazards of being self employed. Though 
these downtimes are shrinking as I seem to be getting some recognition as someone who builds 
unique webworks. 

But to be honest all of my work comes from referrals and so I'm pretty resigned to the downtime. 
I guess the answer is yes, I do feel sometimes I should be working on paying work when I'm doing 
press stuff, but if there's no work, concentrating on the press side does help pull me through. 

But with all of this and that, I'd say I don't become overwhelmed. Though this summer when I was 
selling my stuff and eating nothing but pears and figs off the backyard trees, I was pretty close. 

One thing I was thinking about as I was checking out your site was my view on ebooks -■ I have encouraged 
people to avoid going that route, and I realized I was thinking purely in terms of money, because right now, 
people aren't forking over cash for ebooks. But of course, offering up a story or novel in ebook form for free or 
priced very inexpensively is an excellent way to get your writing some more eyeballs... So I am now rethinking my 
position on ebooks. Anyway, what's your take on ebooks? 

There are two things. The first one is I sense we still haven't approached the limits of eBook 
technology, that currently available much less what we'll be capable of in the future. Ebooks have 
been presented as electronic versions of a tangible book. In this sense they compete with the book 
as an object, which let's face it, we all buy certain books because we want to possess them as well as 
read them. 

Personally, I figure once the definition of the eBook as a sub or alternative class of Book, the 
boundaries will be opened and the definition of electronic media as it relates to literature will be 
flexed. 

eBooks are capable of visual movement via animation, rational movement as in links leading to 
points in the book, hypertext links to related expansions on the web, high density and luminous 
graphics, and relatively easy updating and dissemination. 
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My feeling is these capabilities will expand and become more recognized as their application is 
mounted more frequently. And will happen quickly as well being one calendar year equals 12 
computer/tech years. 

But in relation to tangible media as something people will buy, the eBook loses. 

You've got a very simple, unique way in which you package your writing —paper clipped papers in an envelope... 
It's like a letter. How did you come up with that form? 

Um. Well, the monologues [what I think about when I go to the job parts 1-5] are packaged in this 
way [I do have two traditionally bound books] to give them the feel of reports. 

It all came together once I decided to include objects and support materials with each package, at 
that point the enveloped texts made sense; then I could put other crap in with it and take things one 
step further into text as object. 

At what point did you start publishing other people's work? 

In the sense of ePub'ing, I guess pretty much three years ago this month. Sniffy all started after I 
had a car accident left me in a chair for 6 months or so. I was working as an electrician at the time 
as a break from creative work [I had a metal shop among other things], I had already been planning 
and procrastinating a move to working with web design already, and once I was sitting around 
taking extremely dangerous chemicals all day, I figured I should teach myself how to break into 
the web. Which I did. Which made me start sniffy. Three spattered ribs were the best thing ever 
happened to me. 

Immediately after designing the site I started pub'ing my own books [which I had already written 
and obsessively edited over the course of the three years before the reclining part]. Once I did that, I 
put out a call for subs and have had a great response from writers and artists since then. 
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In tangible form though, I first pub'd others in journal #1 in 2000 I think feb. Since then, sniffy had 
pub'd a non sniffy poetry book from a contributor in Vancouver BC, and the second sniffy journal 
which is called Sniffy 3. 

How did you start writing monologues? 

The first monologue really started as just a text. It wasn't until I performed it a few times I realized I 
wanted to go further than sitting at a desk reading off a sheet. 

Once I realized I was looking at the sheet less and less, I decided to actually memorize the whole 
thing. 

Frankly, I was surprised I was able to do so. I can hardly remember to put on pants half the time, I 
loose the remote literally 10 times in a night, I find myself going back to my house repeatedly when 
I get a block away because I forget something. 

I had no idea it was a completely different kind of remembering to perform. 

Your writing has a very unique, roundabout perspective, that seems to circle around an elusive point, hut 
eventually brings about a rather sharp, often humorous, bit of clarity... how would you describe your writing style? 

I guess the long answer is I'm finding it difficult to describe my writing style, you did better than I 
could actually in this question. I can speak to process though. 

My process is pretty naive, which I guess so is my voice [in context]. Basically I go somewhere, do 
something, then come back and write about it. This becomes the seed for the rest of the text which 
[generally] over the course of a year is shaped back and forth between the verbal and text until it's 
finished. Then after I finish it I walk away for a week or so, get some perspective, and then I go back 
and finish it. Then I perform it a few times and go back and finish it. By the time I retire it a year 
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later, it's finally finished. Mostly. 

Over this time I split up the main event with other lapses or observations, some exposition, and else. 
This is how I produce the circular style. This isn't to say it's a formula, which I have to say anyway 
because it is, a formula, though only on an intuitive level; not predetermined. 

This shouldn't be confused with as if I'm saying everything I write is true and I'm documenting 
something I've experienced. I do embellish and combine experiences. The first likely mistake is 
when you confuse the writer with his fiction. 

I can't tell you how many people have wanted to know the bumbling guy in the monologues and 
have related their own neurosis to the character I portray. Well, I can tell you, it's quite a few people. 
Smile and nod. 

This isn't to say I'm claiming to be self actualized and healthy, I'm not. There is no question I'm 
absent minded, disassociated, and neurotic on several levels. Just things get amplified in performance 
you know. 

I think I rambled a bit, feel free to cut out the parts when I stop making sense. 

What are some of the writing/publishing careers that have inspired you, and why? 

Hum. It would be dishonest not to mention Burroughs first. Though I hesitate because it took me 
three years to beat the tag of being a Burroughs impressionist. Some not getting the line between 
influence and emulation. But this was mostly given to me by people who maybe read Can of Air 
[early grit chapbook] and never saw me perform. 

The work of Spalding Gray has definitely been a source. Not only because he does monologues, 
which have been a definite influence even in my deciding to try that first one sans paper. But also 
because he's a very conversational writer and he also tends to make Time jumps throughout his 
texts. 
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Other than some others including, Allen Ginsberg, Laurie Anderson, Kurt Vonnegut, Douglas 
Adams, Ted L Nancy, some of my influences are local people involved with the group of writers I 
hang out with such as Mykle Hansen, Kevin Sampsell, Carlton Mellick and Mark Russell. They 
each have very defined styles which I respect quite a bit. 

What are some of the projects/ independent presses that you're impressed by right now? 

I think the things coming out of Eye-rhyme are very interesting. They pay very close attention to 
detail, and each installment is a unique object. 

What's next for Sniffy Linings? 

Take a shower and get on the bus. 
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vi: Lists: 

List 1. Adjunct Variables: 

#1: Over the river and through the woods... 

#la: Slept right through the alarm. 

#lb: Sometimes what Time it is doesn't even seem to fit between the numbers on the clock anymore. 

#lc: Uncontrollable sudden desire to lay down to thin air and float through the dreamland bay of 

sheepsheads. 
#ld: If that mockingbird don't sing, Daddy's gonna buy you steak and eggs and leave you in the 

diner. 
#2: Wearing new shoes. 

#2a: Try to imagine not existing. Fabricate a heaven when that doesn't work. 
#2b: Worth every second. 
#2c: [Deleted] 

#2d: But this time it's my forever Little Angel. 
#2e: A stale doorway, the aberrant mirror. 

#3: The big mistake is when you confuse the writer with his fiction. 
#3a: One hand clap. 

#3b: A battered convenience of forced gestalt. 
#3c: Take what you never wanted before it's gone. 
#3d: One head thinks for the other. 
#3e:Task of dissolution. 
#4: The marks are endless. 
#4a: My dirty reminder. 
#4b: Memory traded for consequence. 
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#4c: Worth every penny. 

#5: Everyone is filthy with your eyes closed. 

#5a: An interlocutor between parody and self. 

#5b: Your nasty little secret. 

#5c: Lucy you're my girl. Lucy you're a star. Lucy please be still and hide your madness in ajar. But 

do beware, it will follow you... [eno - some of them are old 1973] 

#5d: I am not culpable. 

#5e: You were right about one thing though. 

#6: Try to imagine infinite space. Fabricate a creator and boundaries when that doesn't work. 

#6a: Rely on fractured buffers. 

#6b: There is no one under the chair. 

#6c: Escape to baseline. 



List 2. The Big Giant Head 

#1: Who the hell is They anyway? This should not be a profound question. Please correct. 

#2: It would appear we cannot glue a cracked tooth back together and rubberbands are only ever a 

temporary solution. 

#2a: Although I have stated in the past that I have 3 morals, it has been brought to my attention 

they only add up to 1.9 morals once applied. Corrections are being made. Please disregard all 

previous trespass. 

#2b: Under some circumstance it is not uncommon to mistake lamps for windows and curtains for 

angels. 

#2c: Dirty little mark of consequence. 

#3: I can tell you think there's a secret message. You may be correct, though you may just be 

paranoid or have an over inflated ego. You may also not be, correct or paranoid or ego over inflated 

that is. Maybe this is actually the secret message part, the part I just wrote right now. The part 

before this sentence. The part about there maybe being a secret message. 
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#3a: What you smell right now is the smell of whatever it is you're smelling, plus the smell of the 

inside of your nose. 

#3b: Spit into my mouth. 

#4: I have come to the conclusion that I am either self actualized or insane. Insanity has lost its 

romanticized interest in me. Too much stress in the upkeep and painting is dangerous. 

#4a: The only difference between Dali, and a crazy person, is Dali is not crazy, at all! [Dali; Soft Self 

Portrait] 

#4b: I am still picking nylon thread out of my arm. A lifetime of memory resolved down to a 

singular moment of transubstantiation. 

#4c: But you know anything can be graceful little angel. Yes little angel, even anything. 

#4d: I had a stroke at 33 and a fatal heart attack in 17 years. 

#4e: The rules are only ever loosely related at best. 

#5: See a doctor get rid of it. Don't trust whitey. 



List 3. Wait. Relax. Assume. Start. 

WARNING: What you think you hear may be as important as what is actually being said. 

No.l "9 out of 10 dentists surveyed recommend sugarless gum for their patients who chew gum" 
[We impose the meaning: 9 out of 10 dentists recommend chewing Trident gum, even though 
Trident isn't named. The ad copy refers only to sugarless gum, and only for people who chew gum 
in the first place. The relation is only contextual. There is no tangible commitment, only an inferred 
absolute against an implied specific] 
* N20 makes me nauseous. I have no idea how people manage to use it recreationally. 

No.2"You're either with us or you're with the terrorists." 

[The self imposed Village Idiot employs a system of absolutes [either/or] within a blanket 

statement which in itself negates the existence of specifics (being a BLANKET statement), while 
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employing the absolutes to extinguish the acknowledgement of any positions between the on/off 
polarity. Rational involvement rendered pressed into a binary peghole. You can fool some of the 
people some of the time, but you can't fool me twice.] 

* It is brought to our attention here that George The First owns an island off the coast of Kuwait. 
On this island is an oil refinery which The Family owns as well. Consider those seizing charge of 
Destiny can afford to own an island. The Private island is protected by US warships. We will never 
be safer. 

No.3"Listerine kills germs which may cause bad breath." 

[This is meant to be assumed as: Listerine will eradicate bad breath by killing those germs which 
cause it. It actually says the germs Listerine kills may or may not include those which cause bad 
breath. A multi-base argument which implies a singular absolute by leaving out the opposing 
element. A disclaimer used as ad copy. Consider the level of specific attention given to what we 
mistake for background noise.] 

* This is not a hint. None of this is important. There is no pattern. 
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vii: Monkey in the Middle: A Conversational Tool 



Instructions: 

1) Go to a restaurant which has fortune cookies, with someone you 
want to have a conversation with, but don't want to talk to. 

2) Order 2 large bowls of fortune cookies. 

3) Cut out each relational cliche (located on the following page) as indicated. 
Distribute randomly with your partner. 

4) Carefully extract existing fortunes from each cookie, and replace with newly 

separated monkey conversational elements. 

5) Trade bowls across table. 

6) Eat cookies, read contents, think about what's next. 



*warning: use of monkey in the middle is an expressed gamble, Sniffy holds no liability as to 
whether you will leave the restaurant alone or otherwise. 
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slept right through the alarm 

first door to the left 

you can have that if you want 

what was your name again? 

someday I'll fix that stupid door 

things were different back then 

what's it like outside? 

maybe next time 

I love it when you say that 

same old story 

I'll take it to go 

try to think of it this way 

didn't see it coming 

when did you get here? 

let's talk about this in person 

paper or plastic? 

try and get some sleep 

take it or leave it 

it's not you 

monkey in the middle 

I'm off in ten minutes 

I can't remember any of it 

I thought of you so I had to buy it 

slipped right through my fingers 

today's my friday 

if only it was that easy 

when did you get that? 

try to think of it this way 

some day I'll fix that stupid door 

what are you trying to tell me 

oh, this old thing? 

I thought this is how you wanted it 



can't teach an old dog new tricks 

you know what they say 

the whole thing's a blur 

can you wrap this up for me? 

that was a long time ago 

I wanted to tell you about it 

I haven't felt like this in years 

try to think of it like this 

oh, this old thing? 

next time things will be different 

when do you want to pick up your 

stuff 

some day I'll fix that stupid door 

what's it like outside? 

we need to talk 

and who gave that to you? 

I'm off in five minutes 

same old story 

what was your name again? 

I'm doing this for both of us 

you should've called first 

haven't felt like this in years 

I'll take it to go 

how am I supposed to concentrate 

with all this racket? 

after all we've been through 

what was your name again? 

I saw it around here some place 

same old story 

what's it doing outside? 

and I wasn't even drunk this time 

let's talk about it later 




And sometimes I seemed surprised by the absence of Circus Music. 
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